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Summary: A soldier, torn from battle and flung far into the future. 
Can he find brothers-at-arms, amongst the monsters? A 
rewrite . 


1. I never get an easy day, never 

_Okay folks, before we get started, here is a handy reference 
'timeline.' it mixes canon and my own changes together, I'd give it a 
look before reading, otherwise you'll be cussing me in reviews for 
fucking things up._ 

_1980- Voldemort dies at the hands of Harry Potter's instinctual 
magic ._ 

_1991-Harry enters Hogwarts, befriends Ron and Hermione_ 

_1993- Sirius Black found innocent, he along with Mad eye Moody, 

Remus Lupin and Albus Dumbledore begin training Harry to defeat 
Voldemort ._ 

_1994- Voldemort returns, but is weak from revival, Harry Save 
Cedric's life, fights Voldemort to a stand still and 
escapes ._ 

_1995- Harry Completes Phoenix Knight training, undergoes enhancement 
ritual ._ 

_1996- Open warfare for much of the year, Hermione Granger undergoes 
ritual and becomes a phoenix knight training. Ron Weasley dies a 
hero's death. _ 

_1999- Albus Dumbledore Dies, Harry takes over leadership of the 
Order ._ 

_2003- Wizarding world is in turmoil. Wards are erected over great 



Britain, Sealing in the growing threat of Voldemort, the British 
citizens are on their own._ 

_2004- Harry goes into battle a final time, (Being vague for plot 
reasons) . Voldemort falls into a magical coma, from which no one 
believes he will awaken, his body is buried in a vault, five miles 
below the surface of the planet, the vault is made of Mythril, and is 
guarded by a group of six Hungarian horntails. The surface entrance 
is sealed, and the tunnel leading to the vault collapses. Voldemort 
slumbers_ 

_The wards around Britain are dropped, and a mass wave of obliviation 
is sent out, erasing the muggles minds over what happened as the war 
broke free from the wizarding world. The wider world believe Britain 
was quarantined from an aggressive virus that has not been 
contained ._ 

_2005-2100- Rapid advances in muggle technology frightens the wizards 
so bad that they draw deeper within their own culture. After nearly a 
hundred years, and nearly getting discovered multiple times, wizards 
enact a fail safe device. 99% of the magical population are deposited 
into a pocket dimension from which they can't return. The muggle 
world is none the wiser. Voldemort ' s fingers twitch, and his vital 
signs rise ever so slightly, a single blip on his brain activity 
flickers ._ 

_2101-2500- Humans expand in tech exponentially, able to colonize 800 
worlds . _ 

_2511- John-117 is born._ 

_2525- Humans encounter the Covenant. _ 

_2552-(NOTE: This is where the halo time line diverges from canon, as 
opposed to my original idea about having Harry pop up when the 
spartans are younger, I am throwing him farther into the future, and 
changing it to fit my needs, this is primarily done for a few 
reasons, one, John's whereabouts are not known fully in and around 
this time. We know he receives his armor during this time, and that 
he is on reach briefly before boarding Reach Station Gamma. The halo 
time line is muddled and complicated and confusing, I am streamlining 
it for my readers)_ 

_strange Forerunner technology is discovered on Reach, Halsey 
Unwittingly activates it, sending out a signal that draws in the 
Covenant. John receives Cortana early, a well as his armor. Do to the 
strange tech on Reach, The covenant send in massive ground forces. 

The UNSC brings in as many troops as possible, including the Spartan 
II 's and the spartan Ills, John teams up with Noble team in an 
attempt to find Halsey before the Covenant completely over run the 
planet ._ 

_Phoenix Knight: This is an idea that has been floating around in my 
head for years, and it completely diverges from canon. The original 
Order of the Phoenix started in ancient Egypt. The were a personal 
guard to the Pharaoh, and had found ways to increases their physical 
and magical capabilities via a ritual. The ritual increases physical 
strength, speed, reaction time, senses, expands the users magical 
core ._ 



_The down sides of the ritual: It can cause severe paranoia in some 
individuals, it renders 80% of subjects sterile, and for up to six 
months after the ritual is complete, the user can have powerful 
bursts of uncontrolled magic, along with severe mood swings and anger 
management problems. _ 

_There are so few order members because the ritual does not work on 
everyone, and can actually kill someone, especially if they're not in 
peak physical condition. That's why knights train extensively for 
several years before undergoing the ritual. It can also increase 
longevity, but that differs from person to person. _ 

_Flamel along with Dumbledore discovered the ritual in Dumbledore ' s 
youth. They studied it extensively and recreated it. Dumbledore was 
the first Phoenix night in several thousand years. The procedure 
rendered him infertile, but gave him the strength to defeat 
Grindewald. Mad Eye is also a knight, but has bad bouts or crippling 
paranoia, that he only just barely holds at bay with 
occulmency ._ 

_One final note before the story actually starts. Phoenix knights 
used an advanced armor system, made from basilisk and dragon plate 
and hide. It is charmed to be extra spell resistant, the hide is also 
imbued with the essence of a dragon and basilisk, further increasing 
the wearers reaction time and strength. They are spelled to filter 
the air due to Voldemort using poisonous gas so often in a battle. 

(One reason death eaters wear the masks, to filter out the toxins 
their master uses.) The helmets have built in communicat ion mirrors, 
and mini marauding maps, that fill out at about two hundred feet 
around the wearer, they change and move as the wearer does, allowing 
them better situational awareness. _ 

_War is tough, you have to take every advantage you can. The idea 
that canon order of the Phoenix goes around in day clothes and 
loafers has never made any sense to me. The armor is my answer to 
that, an advanced combat system to help protect them and help hurt 
the enemy. What soldier goes into battle without armor?_ 

_Okay folks, I know that's a lot of background information, but its 
kinda necessary for a story like this. I'm trying to weave together 
two very different fandoms, so I had to make them a bit more similar 
first. If you ever get confused about something, refer to the info 
above, if that doesn't help you any, drop me a PM, or a review and 
I'll do my best to answer your question. Its very easy as a writer to 
miss putting something on a page that's floating around in your head. 
So bare with me. Also, some things will be explain in story, and 
somethings will be left as a mystery until later. This is gonna be a 
big one after all._ 

_Hold on to your pants, here we go!_ 

Chapter 1: I'll never have a peaceful day, never. 

I hate purebloods. I'd kill every one of the bastards if I could get 
away with it. I might end up doing it anyway, Azkaban couldn't be as 
bad as the hell Britain has become. In the last year Tom has killed 
over a third of the muggle population. With the ICW sealing in our 
borders, trapping us all with this monster and his minions, he's had 
almost complete reign. Almost total control. Muggle hunting is a 
sport now, openly celebrated by those pureblood assholes I mentioned 



earlier. If it wasn't for us, there'd be nothing left. The few, the 
desperate, the Order of the Phoenix. 

Its to bad the ritual old Dumbledore found doesn't work on more 
people, we could certainly use more members. Out of the current 
generation of Hogwarts students, nine of them have been able to 
undergo the ritual without serious complicat ions . Poor Dean is gonna 
end up as the new mad eye. Anyway, with those nine new additions 
we've got about sixty capable fighters on our side, old Voldie has 
several hundred humans at the least. Not to mention all the 
werewolves and the bloody giants he's got stomping around. Can't 
forget the dementors either, never forget those blokes 

I glanced up from the map I'd been studying and look at Hermione with 
a critical eye. She's not the same bouncy little girl she was when we 
met, constant war, training and fighting have changed her, shaped her 
into a weapon, one nearly as sharp as I am. The two of us single 
handedly destroyed a platoon of death eaters and dark creatures when 
they took Ron from us. It was six months ago and my hair still has a 
red tinge to it. I looked around the back of the magically expanded 
cargo truck we commandeered from the muggles. 

Sixty three of us in all, sixty three physically, magically, and 
mentally enhanced individuals, against an army almost a thousand 
strong all be told. We were heading in to give it one last hurray, 
Voldemort himself would be making an appearance today, along with a 
huge number of his followers. We'd gotten wind he was going to be 
making a speech to the muggle populace, those that were left. They'd 
be given an option, join as slaves and live out their lives in hard 
work and degradation, or be killed on sight. 

With any hope we wouldn't give him the chance to even complete the 
thing before we attacked. I activated the silencing charms and 
disillusion charm on the hull of the truck. "Alright everyone, 
helmets on and locked, I don't want anyone poisoned before we can 
even get into the damn street. We're going to go give Tom and his 
little cock suckers something to remember us by. If you don't make 
it, save me and Tom a seat in hell, we'll meet you there." My team 
roared, blood pumping, and adrenaline flowing. Helmets fell over 
faces, the eyes glowed blue with the power of their magic. A hiss 
filled the air as the suits were sealed. Heavy plates of augmented 
Basilisk and dragon hide could stop anything short of a nuke or an 
AK, we'd need it today. My own helmet slid down in to place and the 
snap-hiss filled my ears. It was dark for a fraction of a second 
before my vision returned. The eyes glowed green with my magic. Power 
coursed through me as I summoned Ice and frost in my left hand, and 
fire and heat in my other, two opposite elements, and my 
specialty . 

Hermione cuffed me on the shoulder, her own eyes a vibrant orange 
from the energy that swirled inside her. I heard her voice over the 
communicat ion mirror. "_Stay safe, if they kill you too. I'll destroy 
it all Harry, every last person and brick, Britain will sink into the 


I gave her a nod. "_I know, just don't die on my Mione. We've got a 
lot to do, after Tom's dead."_ 

She just shook her head and laughed as the truck rolled to a stop. 
"_Always so optimistic Mr. Potter. 



I gave one more little comment as the door opened, letting the gray 
light of the day stream inside. _"You know me, I try."_ 

We'd pulled up right behind the Deatheaters and their fearless 
leader. I roared in anger at the sight of them all and we charged, 
all sixty of us, straight out the back of the truck. Chaos erupted as 
we flooded the streets, curses, hexes, and elemental force was 
launched from both sides. I froze a deatheater and turned to melt his 
partner into a pile of ash. A back flip over two incoming AKs That 
slammed into each other mid air and caused a minor explosion of 
power. I launched my elemental attacks as one, swirling them together 
even as they fought each other, freezing and burning deatheaters all 
at the same time. 

I slid under a wave of severing curses and jumped high into the air, 
kicked Lucius Malfoy in the face and sent a blasting hex into his 
chest. He's thrown backwards into a mob of deatheaters, blood pouring 
from his mouth and body. I tensed and leaped to the side, an arch of 
red lighting caught me in the arm. One of the nice things about these 
suits, whole body spells like the cruciatus become localized. 

My arm locked up and I grit my teeth, everything from my shoulder to 
my fingertips is on fire but I push through it and catch her with a 
dark cutter, slicing off her wand hand. The muggles screamed and ran, 
scattering like rats from a dying ship. I can't blame them much, we 
must seem like gods to them, when in reality, we're no better, and in 
a lot of ways worse. Hermione is off to my left, tearing into a group 
of half-turned werewolves with a set of ghost like scimitars, 
conjured from her majik alone. 

Tom stood up on a stage in front of a podium, and he smiled at me . I 
walked toward him, and kicked Bellatrix in the gut, sending her 
rolling. She lies still and I hope I broke the bitch's spine. "Well 
well, if it isn't the boy-who-lived, the dark hero. Lord Potter." 

My eyes narrow and the glow given off by the slits in my helmet 
increased, giving off a menacing air. My suit has scanned the 
environment and detected lethal levels of toxins. If I removed my 
helmet my blood would begin to boil and my organs would rupture in 
minutes. Tommy boy stands right as rain, breathing deep and easy. 

Just goes to show how human he is. 

"Lord Voldemort, heir of Slytherin. And a royal pain in my ass. How 
have you been?" We stand in the middle of the battle, like the eye of 
a storm, apparently calm and relaxed. Anyone that can sense magic is 
on their knees in pain over the power radiating off us. Its not often 
a wizard is born that can give off a visible aura. Two of them in 
close proximity can be devastating to those sensitive to 
magic . 

"Come to die Harry? And so young too, miss your red headed friend? 
What was his name? I forget." I push down the anger he makes flare 
up. I may be ritually enhanced and entombed in a suit of armor the 
muggles won't be able to match for at least a century, but he's still 
got fifty years on me, and he isn't exactly human anymore. 

"Ron's saving me a seat Tom, but I plan on keeping him waiting a bit 
longer. Are you ready to get this over with old man? I've got a date 
later after all." I pretend to buff my nails, even though I can't see 



them, and I know I've riled him up some. 


"Stupid Potter spawn. You'll kiss my feet before I end your miserable 
life. I'll drown you in the blood of that dirty veined whore you keep 
around . " 

I stiffen, no one talks about Hermione that way. Without raising a 
hand I push out with my magic, forming it into an invisible ball of 
kinetic energy and launch it at the self appointed dark lord. He's 
caught off guard by the gesture and is pushed backward before he's 
able to shake it off. Time to end this. I leap up into the air, 
carried on the currents of magic and open up the floodgate. Pure 
magic, channeled with righteous rage and desperation pour out of me. 
My suit beeps in my ear, warning me that I'm pushing myself past the 
level a normal wizard can go. But I'm Harry Fucking Potter, and I 
will not be denied this. 

Tom roars at me and throws up his hands, attempting to catch the 
blast that would render lesser monsters to dust. His hands blister 
and two fingers burn away to ash but he holds the blast back and 
pushes it away from himself. That's when I strike. I tear in low to 
the ground, throwing severing curses, balls of fire and spikes of 
ice, all in an attempt to pierce his defenses. Tom deflects it all 
except one blast of ice that catches him in the shoulder. He ignores 
it and pours on his own curses. The armor protects me from any 
physical attack, cutting curses and gauging attacks slide right off, 
but a bludgeoner to the arm pulls it out of socket and sends me 
stumbling to the ground. I feel the suit tighten around the injury, 
pulling the arm painfully back into place and I rotate it, side 
stepping a killing curse and sending out a blast of fiendfyre that 
surrounds Tom. He freezes it in place, how the hell he did it I don't 
know, and animates the ice demons against me. 

A spray of acid dissolves them all and a sword of pure white flame 
jumps into my hand as I reach him. I swing and he blocks with a black 
blade of his own. He was always one for cliches. We dance and weave 
around each other, blocking and defending, I'm slowly driving him 
backward. He might know more magic than I do, but I could out fight 
him with a blade any day. He blocks one of my attacks and drops his 
hand, flooding my midsection with a point blank crucio spell that 
knocks the breath out of me. He drops the curse and kicks me in the 
chest with enhanced strength and sends me sprawling in the dirt. 

I don't have time to catch him breath as random deatheater number 46 
decides to be a hero and tries to kill me with a point blank 
sectumsempra . I just glare at him hard enough and use wandless magic 
to liquify his brain in this head, what little of one he had anyway. 
He falls over dead and I jump to my feet, back flipping to avoid the 
stab the dark lord tried to deliver. I smirk, even though he can't 
see it, and summon two earth golems to crush the bastard underneath. 

I catch Bellatrix struggling to her feet, she's got a knife in her 
hand but she can barely stand. I pay her just enough attention to 
know where she is and turn my eyes back to Tom. He's battling the 
golems with gusto, laughing as he turns one to rubble and uses it to 
summon one of his own to try to smash me. Our attention is divided. 

On one hand we're mentally giving a golem commands to kill the other, 
and then we're defending against one. 

Voldemort grimaces and drops his concentrat ion for a moment. My golem 
catches him on the back of the head and sends him into the dirt. 



blood pouring from his eyes and mouth. And then his own golem manages 
to hit me. I'm sent flying, less hurt, protected in my armor, and 
land in a sprawled heap. Instantly my golem crumbles to earth as a 
red ritual ring flares up, trapping me inside something that was 
previously invisible, that bastard! He's been trying to position me 
in the portal since I showed up, someone betrayed us. 

"Now, Bella, do it now! Rid me of this troublesome bug!" Tom sounds 
delirious, he's battered and bloody, his head looks slightly smashed 
in from where my golem got to him. I look at Bellatrix as Tom slumps 
unconscious. The knife wasn't for someone else. It was for her. 

1 yell, trying to get Hermione's attention, but its too late. With 
one last bloody smile, Bellatrix stabs herself in the chest with the 
blade and the light dims in her eyes, as the ritual circle flares. My 
vision whites out, and I'm filled with agony. 

2 . 

Planet Reach 2552 

Dr. Halsey knelt, stunned before a glowing box the color of viridian. 
A projection of an alien woman appeared before her. She seemed 
humanoid, and ageless. "Catherine Halsey, we have much to discuss, 
and little time to do it in." 

Dr Halsey sat enraptured by this creature as she spoke of the future, 
and of a man, from long ago, that would help bring peace to the 
galaxy. "He is integral to the plan. You must help the reclaimer, 
your John, understand this. Their path is long, and dangerous. But 
they can succeed, only if they are on the same side. This man, 
brought forward from the past, has a great destiny, and it is 
interwoven with the reclaimer's. I beseech you Catherine Halsey, 
convince these two, that they must work as one, before they leave 
this place . " 

With that, the figure faded, leaving behind only an ominous, 
blinking, red light. 

3. 

Screaming, chaos, a billion flashes of bright light, man landing on 
mars, colonizing the known universe, a hideous hulking figure, 
mandibles drooling and snapping. Demons, warriors, more screaming, 
planets burned to a crisp. A weapon forged from human children. My 
mind burned and ached. I went insane, and screamed until my throat 
shredded itself. I recognized a few lines of the ritual circle before 
I flashed away. It was meant to erase me from existence, but there 
was an error. It displaced me from time. 

Was this my fate? After all the fighting, training and war? Giving up 
my ability to have children, the pain and agony of the enhancement 
ritual, just to be stuck drifting outside time? I don't think so. I 
started to pull myself together, to push away the pain and the flash 
of events. I locked it all away in the back of my mind, and felt out 
with my magic. If I strained hard enough I could just barely fell 
cracks around me, but they were hard to grasp. It was like I was 
falling at a thousand miles an hour, and trying to grab a thread to 
stop myself. So I tried to slow down. 



It took time, ten minutes and a century all at once, it was strange 
how time seemed to pass when there wasn't any. It felt like a blink 
took a life time, and yet a breath passed in milliseconds. I pushed 
against the pull of time and reached out. Before me I could barely 
see a crack, just a glance at an Earth like planet, and some sort of 
fight. After falling for what felt like years I was just desperate to 
escape. I dug a finger in that crack, and pushed it open, before 
gritting my teeth and diving in. 

A thunderous boom ushered my back into the time stream. As it faded 
from my ears a dozen beeps and alarms were going off in my suit all 
at once. It didn't seem to like the situation I found myself in 
anymore than I did. 

I was falling at terminal velocity, clouds rushed past me and energy 
rolled off me in waves, crackling like lightning. I righted myself in 
the air to increase drag and tried to slow down a bit, and I managed, 
if just a little. The little dots down below me were fast approaching 
and growing vivid detail. On one side of some sort of factory, 
monsters short and tall stood. A few of them were squat little 
things, probably no more than three feet high, several looked like 
birds, and a few towered at what had to be nine feet. On the other 
side a few humans wearing combat fatigues were staring up at me, 
their mouths hanging open in shock. Several more beings stood amongst 
them, but they were tall, at least seven feet, and housed in 
different colored armor, faces covered in a vibrant golden visor. It 
struck me how odd it was that they had armor similar to my own. 
Perhaps the muggles had finally caught up to magic. 

I was going to fast to try to fly, I could go quick, but nothing like 
this. So I wrapped myself in an invisible shield, and curled up into 
a crouch. I threw down a cushioning charm below myself mere feet 
before I struck the ground and tensed as I slammed into the dirt. The 
blaring in my suit intensified for a moment before dying off. The 
shield and the cushioning charm prevented major damage, but my damn 
teeth were still vibrating in my head. 

I sat in a bloom of dust, crouched in a small crater of my own making 
and waited for my head to stop spinning. I stood and dispersed the 
dust with a wave of my hand. One of the humans, in green, battle 
scarred armor tilted his head at me . I shrugged. What could I say? 

The stalemate didn't last long. 

Some of the monsters were huge and covered in muscle, foam dripped 
from snapping jaws filled with needle like teeth. One of them roared 
from across the yard of the factory and open fired on me with some 
sort of gun that shot blue bolts of energy. I deflected them with a 
shield conjured in my hand and launched a cutting curse. The thin 
beam of energy sliced into its chest, causing some sort of shield it 
had to fail as it was sent sprawling in the dirt, hurt but alive. 
Interesting . 

I conjured fire and ice in my hands and waded into the new battle. 
Only the big bastards had the shields and I took them out fast enough 
by draining the shield with a blast of magic and then either freezing 
them or burning them to a crisp I learned the hard way to freeze the 
little guys, they had some kind of breathing apparatus filled with 
something flammable, the explosion was pretty awesome though. All in 
all, the fight didn't last long. With my arrival we pushed them back 
and decimated them. Magic had a way of doing that. Especially if you 



weren't used to it. 

The same green armored guy walked up, tense and weapon drawn as the 
others surrounded me. His voice was a deep baritone. "Who the hell 
are you?" 

To Be Continued 

_Okay guys, this is more of a teaser chapter than anything else, if 
anybody likes it, now that I've got something written. I'll continue. 
If not then I suppose I'll drop it or put it up for 
adoption ._ 

_Expect an update for Future of Ruin within the next couple of 
days ._ 

Harkon._ 


2 . The Enemy of my Enemy 

Okay, well cool enough, some of you out there are actually interested 
in this little tale, and for that I appreciate it. I would like to 
once again, point out that there are significant canon differences, 
and that they are intentional for story reasons. 

The Halo universe is deeply rooted in lore, far more so than your 
average first person shooter. I have tried to simplify things, so 
that people that have only played the games can understand. That 
being said, expect radical differences to the story and timeline, 
especially after the events of the first halo ring. This is not going 
to be Halo: Combat Evolved with Harry Potter tagging along. This, I 
hope, will be radically different. Mostly because I've always found 
Do over stories boring, and those that just follow along with the 
plot with some extra dialogue or an extra scene or two to be very 
boring and repetitive. If you guys are reading this, you've read 
Harry Potter, and you've played Halo, why go back and do the same 
stuff again? 

As a final reminder, canon for Halo: Reach has been significantly 
changed. The Spartans objective is to primarily destroy Sword base, 
and rescue Doctor Halsey. John is with them and already has Cortana, 
so Halsey giving her to Noble six is a moot point. Instead, she has 
information to give John, and to try to convince him, of what she has 
been shown. Please read this before reading the chapter and calling 
canonical bullshit on me lol. 

Anyway, down the rabbit hole. 

Chapter 2: The Enemy of my Enemy... is my Enemy's Enemy 

I'm disoriented, confused. I've just traveled through a rift in time, 
far flung into the future as far as I can tell, and this guy has the 
nerve to ask me who the hell I am? I didn't have time for that shit. 

I had to find a way to get back home, if I even could. I looked into 
the eyes of one of the few soldiers that wasn't wearing his helmet at 
the moment and delved into his mind as gently as I could. 


Year 2552, spartan project, covenant, planet Reach, I was on another 
planet? It felt like several minutes to me, but less than a second 



passed outside. Mind magics are funny like that. I got every scrap of 
info out of the guy that I could without hurting him. So the spartans 
are a biologically enhanced soldiers, conscripted as children. That's 
barbaric, but its also extremely effective, I'd know. I formulated a 
plan as I find the guy's mission objective, and the name of the 
leader, this Master Chief. 

I snapped off a crisp salute, seemed the surprise the big guy in 
green. "Spartan 13-7 sir. Classified operative. My mission is to 
assist the Master Chief by any means necessary. Would that be 
you? " 

"Designation 13-7? I've never heard that one before." The green guy 
looked over at a shorter man in blue armor. "Is he one of 
yours ? " 

The smaller man shook his head. "No Chief, we don't have ranks like 
that. He says he classified, like Noble six here," The man in black 
armor remained quiet, but I could feel his eyes on me, he was nearly 
as dangerous as this Master Chief character, I could just sense it. 
"But, we didn't even know Noble Six existed until just a few weeks 
ago. Its perfectly possible this guy was selected for a black ops 
team. I mean, I've never seen that armor before, or that crazy tech 
he was using, but he's human. Doesn't that mean we're all on the same 
side here?" 

Master chief just looked on him. I'd relaxed my salute and stood with 
my hands behind my back. Awaiting their verdict. I'd hate to go toe 
to toe with one of these guys. From what I plucked out of the 
marine's mind, they were extremely fast, and strong. I might have 
magic on my side, but that was my only advantage, and apparently this 
guy was known for being extremely lucky. And I knew from experience, 
luck could be everything in a fight. 

"Cortana, scan his suit, bring up his file." I heard a crackling 
voice, like it was coming in over a radio, as soon as John 
spoke . 

"On it chief, you know me, I've had my fingers in just about every 
file the UNSC has ever had, I don't recognize this guy." 

"Every record of me was erased as soon as the action was taken. The 
only proof of my existence is a small stack of papers, sitting in a 
desk at Oni . Unless you can access those from here, you won't find 
anything." I'd always hated Snape, but I'd never been more thankful 
that the evil man had managed to teach me legimency before he 
died . 

Cortana, some sort of 'A.I.', a thinking computer I guess, ignored me 
and continued to look for me. "I found no files of him, like he said, 
and I scanned his suit. Its the strangest thing. This suits power 
sources is built into the armor plating in such a way that it doesn't 
require a power pack. The energy is similar to covenant energy 
shields, but it seems to have a broader application of uses than just 
as an energy shield. Reverse engineered? I'd love to take a better 
look but it has no data port. How odd. And I can't figure out what 
its made of, its at least as hard and durable as a Mjolnir Mark IV 
suit, but that can't be right, my scanners say the armor is organic 
in origin. Just nothing that they've ever detected before." 



"Can he be trusted?" I had a feeling John could have skipped the 
techno babble of his companion. But she didn't seem to notice. 


"As best as I can figure? Well, he certainly hiding something, his 
heartbeat spiked nominally several times during your conversation, 
but he's human chief. And we're in the middle of a war zone. He isn't 
a civilian, not with crazy tech like that, and he doesn't seem to be 
an insurrectionist, they've been quite for decades with the covenant 
war raging. I say take him with us, use him if we can, and 
interrogate him when we're able." I nearly snorted at that. I think 
the damn robot had more emotion than the human does. 

John just nodded his head slightly and handed me a strange assault 
rifle from his back. "You're coming with us, make one wrong move and 
I'll put a bullet in your head. Understood? I don't know you, and I 
don't know what tech you were using that caused damage like that, but 
when this mission is over you will be interrogated to discover if 
you're who you say you are. Behave yourself and help us and I'll make 
sure you're not shot on sight at least." 

I just nodded and using the memories of the spartan, poor bastard was 
probably a little disoriented; at least he'd put his helmet back on 
strait, and expertly checked the magazine of the gun, reloaded it, 
and flicked the safety off. Seemed like guns still worked the same in 
the future. Point the barrel at the bad guy and pull the trigger, 
don't miss. Seemed about right to me. 

"I'm taking the rear, noble six, take point, everyone else stay in 
the middle but fan out. 13-7, you're staying right next to me. I'm 
not letting you out of my sight." I watched as these spartans formed 
up with perfect military precision. This planet. Reach, was a desert. 
From what I could see anyway. Apparently the Spartan IIs like this 
big guy that's right next to me, were trained and grew up here. It 
must be horrible to see your home decimated like this. I preferred to 
use my magic over a gun, better control, wider variety of effects, 
but I'd play by their rules for now. I don't know if I'll ever be 
able to get home, if there's even a home to get back to. I'll try, if 
I can find some way back to Earth. I'm just glad that it even existed 
still, after everything that had happened. I just had to wonder where 
all the wizards were? Were they all hiding in some hole? Unable to 
cope with the insane increase of technology that humanity had made? 
I'd try to find out at a later date. Right now I needed to focus on 
the here and now, and get to this Sword base, it needed blowing up, 
and I've always been good at that. 

The ground around Sword base was frozen, a desert tundra, and seemed 
mostly deserted, the Spartans had taken out something that had been 
preventing them from entering swords base, the anti air towers, and 
I'd fallen into their laps right at the gates of the base. We entered 
quietly and made our way through the choked atmosphere. 

Some of the covenant, a nasty collection of ugly aliens, blocked our 
way, but between all of us we managed to kill them. The sound of gun 
fire in close quarters made my ears ring, and even the biggest of the 
alien bastards. Elites I believe, didn't stand much of a chance . With 
the addition of an extra gun in the group, we were able to make quick 
work of the monstrosities. John stayed silent, unless he was give a 
direct order, he didn't say a thing. My armor wasn't linked up like 
there's was, different kind of communicat ion network. I'd have to 
work on that later if I ended up sticking with them much longer, so 



for now I just followed them to the supposed coordinates. They found 
an elevator and seemed to think this was the right way to go. 

1 was the last one on, but I didn't complain. I can't blame them for 
not trusting me. I just hoped there 'd be some way to get me back to 
my own time. I had a fight there that needed finishing. 

"Halsey should be down below us, we'll grab her, rig this base to 
blow and high tail it out of here to the last extraction point." John 
said nothing. Just remained stoic, and eyed me the entire time. I 
wondered if he could speak to Cortana without the rest of us knowing 
about it? 

2 . 

Dr. Halsey, the woman responsible for the abduction of children, and 
raising them to be spartans. She didn't look like much to be honest. 
Just an old woman, huddled in the dark. She seemed scared, not that I 
could blame her, aliens had invaded the planet after all. Her eyes 
widened as she saw me. Like she knew me from somewhere. I was 
instantly on alert, especially as she begins to speak. 

"You're here, you're actually here. And I'd thought I'd finally lost 
my mind." The spartan Ills stood off to the side, looking confused 
and aggrivated over the whole situation. John seems upset, but its 
hard to tell with that damned helmet on. 

He looked at me and adjusted his gun slightly before he turned back 
to Dr. Halsey. "Ma'am, what do you mean?" 

Halsey is distracted, looking off into the distance, like her eyes 
have been opened for the first time. "John, This man here is very 
important. I need you to take him with you." 

John looked back at me and walked toward Halsey, It was almost 
comical, how much larger he appeared than her. "He dropped out of the 
sky, about an hour ago, and used fire to kill a group of 
covenant . " 

Halsey stared right at me and smiled. I tensed, a feeling of ominous 
dread filled me whole body, when she uttered the words. "The one with 
the power to defeat the dark lord, shall be born as the seventh month 
dies ..." 

I stagger back and raise my weapon, aimed right for her. I don't know 
how she knew that. But she's obviously not what she appears to be. 
John pulled his gun up and stepped in front of Halsey, ready to shoot 
me and save her all in one go. "How do you know that! Who are you 
really?" I felt a dark fury fill my veins, my magic itched, wanted to 
be free to wreak havoc. 

"Please, Harry, relax. I am not your enemy." How could she possibly 
know who I am? Everyone I know is dead in this time, I haven't even 
taken off my helmet. This shouldn't be possible. 

"How do you know that name?" I lowered my gun, in spite of the 
situation. Far above us a rumble began and dust settled from the 
ceiling. "You can't possibly know who I am." 

She just smiled at me and placed a hand on John's rifle arm and 



pushed it down before she stepped around him and approached me. "Your 
destiny is tightly bound to my John's. What you can do is an 
incredible thing, something I would never have believed possible, if 
not for the source of the information. You were meant to come here. 
And you're meant to fight by his side. This has been in the works 
since before the beginning of our civilization, and will continue 
long after we are all dead." 

She turned back to John then. "You must trust him, I have spoken to a 
remnant of a forerunner." John stiffened at that. I'd picked up that 
term earlier when I was rooting around in Carter's brain. Some kind 
of gods to the covenant. "Their reach is far, much farther than any 
of us could possibly imagine. They foresaw this meeting, right here 
in this room, they planned it to happen, from a hundred thousand 
years in the past, the saw it, and made it be." She placed both hands 
on John's arms and smiled up at him, as if a great weight had been 
lifted from her shoulders. "Its not my fault John, not my fault that 
you ended up as you are. They did this to all of us, but they had a 
higher purpose, a reason for it to happen, to save the entire 
universe . " 

The rumble grew louder and shook the entire room. I'm bloody 
confused, and pissed off. So if it wasn't fate that did this to me, 
its a group of ancient aliens? Just what the fuck had the world come 
to? 

"Give me Cortana John, quickly, there's something I must give her. 

And then you and Harry must leave, find the Pillar of Autumn. Its in 
the Azod ship dock." The hulking man handed over the data chip 
without complaint. It struck me as odd that this imposing figure was 
at the beck and call of such a tiny old woman. Without pause Halsey 
had Cortana plugged into the terminal at her work station and a small 
hologram of a blue woman popped up. Is its wrong to think of a 
computer as being hot? Guess it doesn't matter, I'm probably going to 
hell anyway. I swear Cortana looked over and winked at me when I 
thought that . 

"Are you sure about this doctor?" I realized Cortana had the exact 
same voice as Halsey, a little strange to say the least. Maybe she 
created the A. I., who knows, "we'll be going into uncharted 
territory. Anything could happen." 

Dr. Halsey looked between John and I for just a moment before she 
nodded her head. "Yes, they'll find answers there. Another clue that 
could end this war, once and for all." 

Halsey gave Cortana back to John and approached me. I was still wary 
of this woman, but I didn't bring any magic to my hands. I had to 
admit I was curious. "I know you're far from home. And quite confused 
over everything. All I can say is that I'm sorry. I didn't want this, 
but I'm afraid it necessary. The forerunner, the Librarian remnant, 
she told me that if I did anything right in my life, I had to 
convince you to go with John. So, will you go with him? I believe 
you'll find answers there. Answers to questions you might not have 
even asked yet . " 

What did I have to lose? Five hundred years in the future, all my 
friends dead, and Voldemort supposedly gone. I didn't have a clue on 
how I'd get home. Maybe these forerunners had something that could 
help me. I just nodded my head to her and snapped off a salute. I 



don't know why I did it, it just felt important, to show this little 
muggle some proper respect. 

"By the way, 13-7? Magic numbers if I've ever heard them." I'm glad 
she couldn't see my blush from beneath my helmet. "You've very much 
like my spartans aren't you Harry? And yet, so different in so many 
ways." The room shook once more and this time I could hear the sound 
of alien voices on the other side of the door. "Its time for us to 
part ways." She turned back to John. "Go with Harry to Azod. Board 
the Pillar of Autumn and let Cortana do the rest. Good luck 
John . " 

He just nodded his head and muttered. "Ma'am." One last time. 

Halsey turned back to the Spartan Ills, I got the feeling she didn't 
care for them very much. "You lot are with me, let's get out of 
here . " 

3. 

John watched at the pelican holding Halsey faded off in the distance. 
He was driving and I was sitting in the back. I might have got a lot 
of relevant information out of Carter's head, but that doesn't mean I 
could fly one of these damn things. It didn't take long before we ran 
into trouble. John hollered over his shoulder, "Banshees on our tail, 
take them out or we're gonna crash, this pelican isn't the most 
maneuverable that that ever flew." We're in a life threatening 
situation and the guy can make it sound like he's talking about the 
weather . 

I turned and attached the rifle to my back with a sticking charm 
before bringing fire and ice to my palms. I roasted one ship, and 
froze another before a stray bolt struck one of the engines and sent 
us hurdling toward the ground. John and I made a jump for it. We hit 
the ground and rolled, sending up dirt and rocks. I was a bit dazed 
from the landing but the magic shield in my suit protected me from 
any real harm. We staggered to our feet and made a run for 
Azod . 

Where did all the fucking aliens come from? It seemed we were chased 
the entire way, a running gun fight. John would drop the shield of an 
elite and I'd fry it or bury a chunk of ice in its chest. Grunts 
popped left and right via ruptured methane tanks, those things really 
hated the fireballs I reigned down on them. I would never have kept 
up with him before becoming a knight. I could outpace an Olympic 
sprinter with no trouble at all, but John was giving me a run for my 
money. I'd say in a long distance run I'd probably beat him, but 
without augmenting my speed further with magic, he'd slowly pull 
ahead at this rate. 

I buried a conjured combat knife into the back of an elite's head as 
we made a running jump down a steep cliff and sprinted across an open 
plain before reaching Azod proper. People immediately drew their guns 
and held them on me but John waved them off. "This is petty officer 
Master Chief, this man is with me. We're to board the vessel Pillar 
of Autumn and speak to her caption, Jacob Keyes. To obstruct us will 
be in direct violation of a top priority mission for the UNSC." Faced 
with a legendary spartan, and a man that just happened to look a hell 
of a lot like one, the military personnel allowed us through. I just 
nodded to John in thanks. He could have made that a lot rougher on me 



that it had to be. 


Just as we were about the enter the belly of the ship a covenant drop 
ship crashed the party. It swooped down and fried most of the ground 
crew before dumping out a fresh batch of troops. John ordered someone 
to get Keyes, tell him to get the ship ready to depart. The two of us 
stood at the doors of the ship and blasted away. John had found a 
rocket launcher from somewhere and fired it into a crowd of grunts. 
The little bastards squealed in terror and called him a demon as they 
went airborne. 

I conjured a storm of fiendfyre and directed it around the 
battlefield. The monstrous flames ate everything in sight and I had 
to focus to keep a grip on it. So much fresh blood tended to make the 
hell fire unruly. Four elites managed to separate us. I'd never seen 
this kind yet. Golden armor and large head pieces. I dropped the 
fiendfyre, it had eaten most everything else at this point, and 
focused on the two before me. 

John had taken off at a sprint to put some distance between himself 
and the two he was fighting. These guys looked bigger than the 
others. I conjured fire and threw it at them but it just splashed 
against their shields, making them flicker slightly. Apparently these 
two were made of tougher stuff. I let a few of their plasma attacks 
glance off my shield before I rolled to avoid a glowing blue grenade. 
I pulled out my rifle and peppered both of them with lead. One 
staggered as his shield finally popped but I'd run out of ammo. Later 
on I decided I was enchanting on of these things to have an endless 
clip, but I didn't have the time to right now. I crouched and cast a 
disllusionment charm over myself, and blended into the back 
ground . 

I dived to the side while they were distracted and flung out a series 
of cutting and gouging curses. The stronger lances of magic managed 
to drop the other's shield, and bisected the one I'd staggered a 
moment ago. It roared at me in anger and its eyes glowed briefly, 
lighting up with some kind of thermal technology. It pulled an odd 
looking little thing from around its waist and with the flick of its 
wrist, two twin blades of light appeared. It charged and leaped at 
me, swinging wildly, trying to take off my head. 

I ducked under one blow and a second glanced off my chest plate. My 
shield prevented the suit from being damaged but that one blow 
completely drained it. I managed to catch the next swing, sandwiching 
the flat of the blades between my palms. The heat was intense and I 
pushed it away as fast as I could. The palms of my gloves were mostly 
unharmed, dragon scales were notoriously heat resistant, but my hands 
beneath felt like they'd been dipped in boiling water. With a yanking 
motion I summoned the blade of Griffindor. The ancient weapon had 
been hidden away in a trunk, shrunken and attached to my belt in a 
secret compartment. I stabbed the elite through the gut, catching it 
off guard with the sword appearing out of thin air, and pulled the 
blade upwards, spilling its entrails all over the ground and my 
boots . 

John came back around the corner just I pulled the blade free and 
sent it back to its hiding place. His energy shield was crackling 
around him like an aura of power, covered in just as much purple 
blood as I was. He stared at me for a moment before he nodded, and I 
did the same. Showing him the respect he deserved as a warrior. With 



the last of the covenant dead we boarded the Pillar of Autumn as the 
engines roared to life, nearly deafening, even inside my armor. John 
and I were ushered into a loading dock of some kind, and he went off 
to talk to Keyes and deliver Cortana to the computer. Within seconds 
I was surrounded by a dozen marines, all of them pointing their guns 
at me. Well that just fucking figured. So much for trusting me. 

To be continued. . . 

Well there you guys go, the second chapter of A Different War, and 
I've got to tell you, it was a bitch making everything line up okay. 
I apologize for the canon changes, but like I said above, who wants 
to see the same old stuff over and over again. On a personal note, 
I've got a Novella up for sale on Amazon and Smashwords . Its called 
An Unfortunate Detour. Go take a look if you're interested. 

Until next time, 

-Harkon . 


3. Detaining' a Super Soldier 
Hey everyone. 

Just wanted to say thank you for the continued interest in this 
story, and sorry but this one isn't going to be updated as quickly as 
my other, I started it first, and I'm finishing it first. I know its 
been a while on this one but between working on an original book, and 
the birth of my son, plus working double shifts, haven't had much 
time I'm afraid. 

I won't hold this up any longer 

Disclaimer: I don't own Harry Potter or Halo, I doubt I'd be writing 
fan fiction if I did. 

Chapter 3: 'Detaining' a Super Soldier. 

Have you ever wondered what a cop does if he goes to arrest someone 
and realizes the crooks wrists are too damn big for the hand-cuffs? I 
got to find that out shortly after boarding the Pillar of Autumn. The 
Marine almost looked sorry to do it, I held up my hands and he 
awkwardly fumbled with a set of cuffs for a moment before giving 
up . 

I almost laughed, but thought better of it at the last moment. Didn't 
want anyone to try to put a bullet in the back of my head when I 
wasn't looking. It didn't take long before we had left the Reach 
system. We'd entered something called 'Slipspace' and were following 
the coordinates given to us by the good doctor. John was taking a nap 
at the moment; in something called a cryo-tube. I'm pretty sure they 
froze him solid, but I'm not positive. 

In the mean time I was being interrogated. They'd led me into a 
little room and the captain had arrived shortly after. He was a surly 
looking man with gray hair and a pipe he chewed on constantly. 

"So, you're from a previously undisclosed branch of the Spartan II 
program. That's why you have different armor, and special 



skills . " 


"Essentially, yes." I'd been subtly pulling as much information out 
of passing soldier's heads as I could. I'd gotten a lot of stuff, but 
not everything I needed yet. I just hoped I could fake the rest of it 
for now. "You have the strangest identification number that I've ever 
seen for a Spartan. Mind telling me why that it son?" 

We'd done this half a dozen times now. He'd ask me a bunch of 
questions, and I'd tell him sorry, but tis all classified. Eventually 
he'd get frustrated and walk off. I ' d be sent back to my room for a 
while until we felt like trying again. I don't know how long we'd 
been doing this, but it felt like several weeks had went by already. 
Time felt weird without any windows to look out of. 

If you wanted to get technical, I'm over five hundred years older 
than this guy. "Classified sir. All I can reveal is that it pertains 
to my training." At least we weren't heading back to Earth just yet. 
Man that sounded strange to say. But if I ever made it back there, 

I ' d be fucked. Unless I got in to do some heavy duty memory 
modification... hmmm. 

I could tell I was wearing on this man's patience. Captain Keyes 
seemed like a man of action to me. He probably hated all this 
bullshit he was forced to put up with. "And what is your mission 
exactly? " 

"I was instructed to assist John-117 in any way necessary. His 
mission is my mission. That's all I can say sir." 

"Well of course it is. I bet you belong to the damn spooks. Oni likes 
to put their toes in just about everything." 

I did a quick scan of his mind as he talked about this Oni group. 

They seemed to be the intelligence branch of the military, and Keyes 
was very wary of them. Not that I blamed him much. Organizations like 
that were always clouded in too much mystery for my tastes. This 
would work in my favor for now. 

"I'm afraid anything more than what I have already revealed in 
classified sir." 

Keyes threw his hands up in the air, and rubbed at his temples. "Of 
course. We won't be able to contact to verify if any of what you say 
is true until after we exit slipspace. I'm putting you on ice until 
then. Maybe after you thaw out you'll be a bit more talkative." 

"I doubt that sir." I didn't particularly want to be stuck in one of 
those cryotubes everyone kept talking about. They didn't sound 
pleasant to me. I wondered if I could place a memory in his mind of 
him sticking me in the freezer, and then just chill out in a lounge 
somewhere. If I took my armor off and conjured a regular uniform no 
one would be the wiser. 

We'd been on the pillar of autumn for days now, how many I couldn't 
be sure, but I knew that we'd been traveling through this dark void 
for what felt like a long time. I was itching to stand up at the very 
least, I hated these little interrogation sessions as much as he did. 
"You won't be under that long, a few hours at most, but enough time 
to give you a nice bit of freezer burn. Sure you don't want to tell 



me anything?" 

They froze people without figuring out how to do it safely? Maybe 
muggles were as crazy as wizards. "I've told you all I can. More 
talking would be pointless." 

He merely scowled and handed me off to a technician. Poor guy looked 
up at me and seemed to be debating about whether he should shit his 
pants or not. I had to admit, with the armor on, I was an 
intimidating looking bastard. I merely motioned for him to lead the 
way and soon enough we entered what sort of looked like a small 
hanger, with several computers and different monitoring stations set 
up. Only a single cryotube stood in the room and it was 
occupied . 

"So that's where you stuffed him." I looked at the armored behemoth 
frozen in place; he hadn't even taken his helmet off. 

"Y-yes sir, we're close to our destination, where ever it is, and 
you'll be switching places with the Master Chief. He'll be coming out 
of cryo while we put you under for a while. We're actually very close 
already, but the caption insisted, said you might be more talkative 
afterward. I shook my head and sighed. I hated this kind of 
bullshit . 

"So we're already here, and Keyes is just sticking me under because I 
won't cooperate? Somehow I'm not surprised." I stood stoically and 
waited as they started unfreezing John. The process took surprisingly 
little time. There was no dramatic stretch, or stifled yawn, he 
merely stood up and jumped down out of the tube with a muffled 
thud . 

He looked at me. "You're turn?" 

I nodded, "Keyes doesn't like the 'classified' status on my mission. 
He thinks a nap will loosen my tongue some." 

John nodded and listened to the technician as he walked him through 

the process of reactivating his shield and checking the suit's reflex 

enhancers . 

My own began talking again. "It'll take just a moment, we have to 
refill the cryotube and reset it." I didn't say anything, just stood 
and waited. John's shield had just come back on line and he started 
toward me again when an explosion rocketed the pillar of autumn. 

The covenant had caught up with us; the second we slowed down they 
were right on top of us. We looked at each other and then toward the 
door. John and I took off at a run, I might not have any attachment 
to the people aboard this ship, but Hermione had always complained I 
had a bit of a hero complex. The both of us dodged fire that erupted 
from the wall and ducked into the corridor. It was cramped with the 
both of us, and the hallway was blocked. Instead of muscling our way 

through, we moved into an exposed access hatch that had popped open 

in the explosion and took off down the corridor, hell bent on find a 
weapon, and some aliens to kill. 

It didn't take long. John was still down a firearm, but he had a 
punch that could break concrete, and he put it to good use as I froze 
or electrocuted aliens. I avoided anything to destructive, I didn't 



want to tear a hole in the side of the ship and invite the vacuum of 
space inside. I surprised one marine by catching a plasma grenade 
aimed at his head. With a bit of quick magic, I removed the adhesion 
effect of the grenade and lobbed it back at the surprised grunt. It 
shrieked and ran around in circles before being engulfed in blue 
plasma. Is it bad that I found it a tad bit funny? 

I know John needed to get up to see Keyes, I wasn't overly fond of 
the man, but he was only doing his job. The Spartan was eerily silent 
as we went, until I realized he was probably talking to Cortana. That 
little blue woman went everywhere he did. I did a quick scan of his 
mind and found natural occulmency shields. Interesting, muggles had a 
very hard time mastering the art, much less having any natural talent 
for it. Must be due to the discipline he had throughout his life. 

I didn't want to tear them down and alert him, but I was able to get 
enough info to figure out the com link he was using. I essentially 
used magic to copy it and integrate it in my helmet. I used a magic 
'battery' rune to power it. Not to shabby considering we were still 
being shot at. I tuned it in and found the proper channel to 
communicate with him. 

"_John, can you hear me now?" _I he was surprised at the voice that 
appeared in his helmet he didn't act like it. 

"_Yes, this will make coordinating an attack silently easier. Why 
didn't you turn it on until just now?"_ 

" _It was malfunctioning, but it seems to working properly now. Hi 
Cortana . 

_She ' s currently running the ship."_ 

"_0h, that's disappointing, she's definitely the more talkative out 
of the two of you."_ 

We made our way through the twisting steel corridors of the Pillar of 
Autumn, assisting marines where we could. I wondered how long the 
covenant had been there, and if Keyes knew, and just neglected to 
tell me, or if he was as ignorant on the subject as I was. I suppose 
it doesn't really matter in the end. A lone marine, ducking plasma 
fire and shouting at his comrades, singled us out. "Master ChiefaC 1 
and Spartan 13-7, Keyes needs to see you both immediately." John was 
as no nonsense as ever, following after the marine while casually 
weaving in and out of enemy fire. We hoofed it through a mess hall 
and down several more corridors. These ships weren't built for style. 
Pipes hung over head, everything either had a grate covering it or 
was covered in yellow and black caution stripes. 

The marine pointed us toward the bridge and turned to wade back into 
the fight. I followed just behind John as the Spartan approached the 
gray haired war veteran. He was chewing on the end of a pipe, funny; 

I figured smoking would be banned on a space ship. Cortana was 
hovering near by, glow a bright shade in indigo. Keyes shook John's 
hand, and glared at me, as if I were a dog that had bitten his 
child . 

"Master Chief, the Covenant were waiting on us, Cortana just recently 
detected them, I was unfreezing you to stick him in cryo when they 
attacked." He glared up at me. "I guess today is your lucky day." I 



remained quiet; this tiny man didn't frighten me. 

He turned away from us and gestured out the three foot thick sheet of 
glass. My eyes widened at the sight. A massive ring, containing what 
looked to be an entire echo system within the inner edge. I'd never 
seen such a thing, not in my wildest dreams. 

"Those coordinates we were given led us right to it, of course the 
damn covenant managed to guess our trajectory and beat us to 

it . " 

"What's your plan sir?" It was almost funny, Goliath taking orders 
from David. 

"The ship has been compromised, I'm setting up drop points for the 
escape pods, I'm going to get everyone else off this ship, and am 
initiating the Cole Protocol." He turned to look at Cortana. "That 
means you too little lady. Chief, I want you to take Cortana and keep 
her safe, don't let any alien bastards lay their claws on 
her . " 

Cortana looked back and forth between John and Keyes. "And what do 
you plan on doing exactly? Go down with the ship?" 

He smiled at her. "In a manner of speaking. I'm going to land the 
Autumn on that thing, buy everyone some time. We can rendezvous later 
after we're on the surface." The A. I. looked like she wanted to 
argue, but stopped after a moment. She closed her eyes and spoke two 
words . 

"Yank me . " 

Keyes accessed her data chip and disengaged it from the console 
before handing it to John. The Spartan slapped the glorified flash 
drive into the back of his helmet like it wasn't any big deal. Keyes 
finally turned to me, his eyes softening only slightly. 

"I hope to hell you're who you say you are. If you're one of us than 
prove it. Get out there with John, and kick some ass for me." He gave 
me a nod and briefly shook my hand. He turned to John and handed him 
a pistol. I found this brand of side arm particularly interesting. It 
seemed to have enhanced stopping power, and a scope. 

"I'm afraid I don't keep it loaded, and I only have the one. You'll 
both have to scramble and find something." A distant scream and an 
explosion rocked the ship. "I'm afraid that there will be plenty to 
choose from. John saluted him; I just gave him a curt nod. With that 
done, we fled the bridge, heading for the closest escape 
pod . 

_2 ._ 

It amazes me that anyone can actually get around in one of these 
ships. Perhaps it's simply because I didn't grow up in the same 
culture, but every corridor looked the same to me. It seemed like the 
covenant had infiltrated nearly every one of these bland hallways, if 
anything, the blood splatters and corpses were about the only things 
that let me know we weren't traveling in circles. 

We made our way back through the mess hall, now over run with aliens. 



most of the marines that had been guarding the place lay dead in 
heaps. How did these people ever manage to fight this war for so 
long? Without the Spartans I'd think they'd have lost a long time 
ago, needed to make more of those blokes as far as I'm 
concerned . 

Between the two of us we made short work of them. It seemed every 
time we came across an escape pod the thing had just fired, I 
wondered how many people it took to run a ship of this size? We can 
to a staircase that wove up to a second level, marines were pinned 
down at the bottom. 

I looked to John. _"Divide and conquer?"_ 

He merely nodded to me. I hefted an assault rifle I'd nabbed from a 
dead marine and primed a grenade. I was still wary about using magic 
aboard the ship. It might be crashing, but with me luck I'd over 
power and fry every circuit on the damn thing and leave us drifting 
aimlessly. I didn't know how far we were from Earth, but I doubt I 
could apparate back to it. 

"_I know he's technically not a Spartan, but it's good to have two of 
you running around. This way you'll have another target drawing 
f ire . 

"_Thanks Cortana, I love you too." _Damn machine was awfully 
cheeky . 

John ignored us both and held up three fingers, when they dropped we 
sprang into action. The pair of us ran side by side, taking the first 
set of stairs in two large steps before leaping off to either side 
and landing on the upper platform. Looked like some kind of docking 
area to me, with several doors leading to air locks, probably one of 
the ways the covenant were getting inside. 

They paid us little attention at first, we'd moved so fast I imagine 
we blurred to the marines. One of the grunts finally spotted John 
just as he punched it in the face hard enough to cave its skull in. 

We moved like lightning, weaving in and out of plasma fire, for a big 
guy he was kind of graceful, like a bull in a tutu, spinning diving 
and leaping over his enemies. I've always been more of a bar fighter. 
I pushed my way through, using magic to deflect incoming plasma where 
I couldn't side step it. Some glancing shots I allowed my shield to 
take care of. No matter what happened I never stopped moving, always 
making my way toward the next enemy. I'd blasted an elite with rifle 
fire, their shields were impressive. Even at point blank it took a 
dozen rounds to pop one of their shields. It made them stagger, some 
sort of shock I imagined. After that it was relatively easy to get in 
close, aiming a fist at the neck of the side of the head. Sometimes I 
burned them, or froze them if I could, but every time I did the 
lights would flicker ominously. So I tried to stick with hand to hand 
combat for the up close and personal encounters. 

John popped the last methane pack on a grunt and we were off, 
ushering marines and engineers into the nearby life boats while we 
tried to find one with enough room for us. 

Cortana crackled over the radio. "_There ' s only one life boat left 
boys. We need to hurry. John, I'll set a way point to get you through 
an access hatch. The corridor is blocked so we'll have to go around. 



Harry, follow him."_ 

I'd have to get my own Cortana, I wonder if you could mail order one? 
I watched as the Spartan abruptly changed directions, he seemed to 
move like a blood hound following a scent, he trusted where he was 
going completely without question, it made me wonder how long the two 
of them had been working together. Maybe John was raised to trust 
technology? 

The access corridor was dark as could be, but seemed deserted. I 
activated the night vision aspect of my helmet and followed the 
Spartan inside. There was only a single lonely grunt wondering around 
inside. Probably fell asleep when his group was moving through and 
now he was lost. I picked up that you could find grunts sleeping on 
the battle field sometimes, apparently they usually slept quite a 
lot, so the elites let them take naps during down time, funny race to 
pick as soldiers. He was dealt with quick enough and we came to a 
door leading back out into the ship proper. 

"_Covenant is thick through there, we'd be stepping out right into 
the middle of them, there's another door just down the hall chief, 
let's take that one instead. 

"_You two go that way, when they see you I'll pop out of this one, 
we'll box them in. Easy as pie."_ 

John seemed to think about it for a moment before nodding. _"We'll 
get rid of them twice as fast that way. Maybe we still have time to 
get off the Autumn before she goes down . 

He moved off without another word and I stood by the door, tense and 
ready. I turned off my night vision, when I sprang from my hiding 
place I didn't want to be blinded. I didn't have to wait long. John 
rounded the corner and lobbed two grenades as a start. As soon as 
they detonated I pounced. I leapt on the back of a red plated elite 
and snapped his neck before burrowing several rifle rounds in the 
heads of the nearby grunts. John took out two more blue elites fast 
as lighting. We stood, barely breathing hard and shared a look. I had 
to hand it to him, the man was a living, breathing, killing machine, 
and he was programmed just right for the job. 

We took off down the hall and came to the last escape pod. It was 
already packed full, and some poor bastard stumbled and fell right in 
front of the thing, the only reason we made it was because we were 
running. John scooped him up and chucked him inside and the hatch 
closed so fast on me it nearly scraped my armor. 

The whole thing shook and rattled. I held on to a bar hanging from 
overhead and grit my teeth, praying we had enough time left. The 
piolet gunned it and we rocketed out into open space. I could see 
very little from the back of the pod, but the sudden loss of gravity 
was the most noticeable thing. The Pillar of Autumn didn't feel much 
like a space ship, unless it was being blasted with plasma fire, then 
you could feel the whole thing moving beneath your feet. This was 
different, bumpy and hair raising, and a lot like flying, if you'd 
tried to fly in a big tin can without anyway to see or steer. I 
squinted out the front window and we were already approaching the 
ring . 

"Hold on to your asses, this isn't going to be easy!" The pilot 



yelled back to us as we broke atmosphere. The heat was oppressive, 
but not so much to cook me in my armor. I'd have to look into doing 
some serious upgrades, especially if I was stuck in this time for 
very long. The suit had never been tested in the vacuum of space, and 
I didn't want to know how it would fair. 

The shaking grew so intense I felt my eyes vibrating in skull and 
felt sick to my stomach. I glanced over at John and we looked as 
relaxed as anyone standing on a subway car. Bastard was probably born 
in a drop pod. We were coming in hot, too hot. The pod rocked and I 
felt one of the wings snap off, the other three followed soon after 
and we fell like a rock at terminal velocity. 

I did some quick math in my head. The Spartan and I would survive, 
little worse for wear, but the marines around us wouldn't make, 
they're organs would rupture as they bounced off of their bones. I 
brought my hands up and they glowed a faint purple, no one paid me 
any mind, they were all to focused on that tiny window at the front 
of the ship. I cast a strong cushioning spell laced with a shield 
charm just as we hit. I subtly changed the angle of the ship, it was 
so heavy and traveling so fast it wasn't an easy thing to do. Instead 
of plowing nose first into the dirt and killing everyone it bounced 
and skidded to a halt, rolling over a couple dozen times to slow the 
momentum 

The marines, battle hardened and as tough as nails were screaming 
their heads off. One guy kept insisting that he was gonna die over 
and over again and I nearly knocked him out to shut him up. We were 
still for several seconds before they stopped screaming and realized 
they weren't dead. 

"Everyone alright? I don't know what the hell happened but we must 
have hit a rock or something at just the right angle to bounce us 
instead of cream us. We got damn lucky." John looked at me and 
nodded. He reached over and gave me a single pat on the arm as show 
of gratitude. Who knew the big guy was such a softly? 

We couldn't see outside properly, the window was caked with dirty. I 
walked to the rear hatch and had my suit scan the outside of the ship 
to make sure the air was okay. It came back positive, saying that the 
air was a tad oxygen rich, but other than that nearly identical to 
earth's. It was hot here where we landed, around 35 degrees 
Celsius . 

The hatch was dented in and wouldn't open. John and I both gave it a 
kick and watched as it skipped two dozen yard across the ground. One 
of us would have been plenty I think. The landscape was familiar and 
alien at the same time. Green grass, trees, but of strange design 
that I didn't recognize. At first glance it looked like a planet, but 
at the same time, there was something odd about the way the ground 
was shaped, unnatural, deliberate. Someone had built this ring. 

John crawled out from behind me and looked around taking in the 
environment. The marines came next, limping and stretching, some of 
the cussing. No serious injuries, luckily enough. I heard a voice in 
my head as soon as I saw it. 

"_Covenant drop ship in bound." _Looked like our vacation was over, 
time to get back to work. 



Wow, okay guys, I just wanted to say I'm sorry for how long that 
took, I'd never realized how much having another kid would cut into 
my writing time, but two is waay more work than one lol. Sorry it 
took so long to get this out, but I promise to not abandon 
anything . 

Read and Review, and let me know what you think. 

-Harkon . 

P.S.- link to my urban fantasy novella can be found in my profile, 
support a starving artist and get your copy today! (its cheap.) 


4. Things Keep Getting Better 
Hello again. 

A few of you fine people was expressed a slight worry that this story 
will essentially be halo, with Harry tagging along. Let me put your 
worries to rest, this is not going to be that story. When I tend to 
set out to write something, I try my best to avoid repeating canon at 
all costs. For further proof, go check out my other story, in which 
Harry finds himself a few thousand years in an apocalyptic 
future . 

If anyone is interested, I'm looking for a beta, for this and my 
other story. If you're interested drop me a PM, either for this one, 
the other, or both. I was an English major in college, but like many 
writers, I have trouble proofing my own stuff, always seem to miss 
something . 

Food for thought: Forerunners, at least as far as I remember, had the 
ability to take a living breathing mind, and transfer it into 
mechanical construct, anyone ever wondered if the reverse was 
possible? I don't know if it happened or not, I haven't had a chance 
to catch up on the novels in a while, there's too many of the damn 
things now. 

Disclaimer: Don't own it, never will. 

Chapter 4: Things Just Keep Getting Better. 

1 . 

Things started out well enough, well, at least considering that I'd 
managed to find myself flung far into the future, with no way home, 
and now I'm hundreds of thousands of light years away on some strange 
artificial planet. After crash landing on the surface, Cortana 
informed us that there were other survivors, spread out of several 
miles, hidden in gullies and holing up in these strange angular 
buildings . 

She had the bright idea that we should split up, she argued that we'd 
be able to cover twice as much ground that way, and designated a 
place for us all to meet up when it was over and done with. "What's 
the point of having two of you if I don't use to your full 
potential." Apparently two super soldiers were better than one. Who 
am I to argue with a disembodied consciousness ? 



So after crossing a narrow bridge with our half dozen soldiers 
between us we'd crested a hill in a narrow valley and came across the 
first location. I remember seeing that burst of blue energy shoot 
itself out of sight from the building's unusual twin tined tower. I 
could feel the power coming off of it. The others didn't notice 
anything, to them it was simply a bit of plasma, fundamentally the 
same as what the covenant used to power their war ships, fire their 
weapons, and charge their energy shields. I knew differently. I was 
looking a huge glob of undefined magic, raw and wild, being forced 
into a shape and used somehow to keep this ring world's orbit stable. 
That thought terrified me. 

"What kind of people would be capable of something like that?" The 
muttered thought went unnoticed from my companions, the stoic green 
giant never even slowed down. I shook myself; I had more pressing 
issues to worry about, like the armor clad aliens pinning the marines 
down. The battle itself was lackluster; I'd had more interesting 
fights with a handful of death eaters. Of course, these ugly bastards 
were disorganized and disoriented, much like we were. Maybe things 
would get more interesting after spending a few days stuck on this 
ring . 

The covenant fodder was eliminated fast enough and Cortana called for 
someone named Foehammer to bring us a warthog. I'd have been confused 
if I hadn't taken the time to rifle through every passing marine's 
thoughts, doing my best to catch up on five hundred years of history 
in a quick, ten second bursts. What an odd name for a jeep, then 
again I used to go to a school called Hogwarts, so maybe I shouldn't 
be complaining any. 

The warthog was a robust vehicle, designed for snow, sand, mud and 
about anything else you could think off. "_Alright, Spartan 13-7, 
we'll be splitting up in a moment, my sensors indicate that there's a 
cave to the north that will lead us in the right direction. After 
that I'll direct Foehammer to see if she can get us another 
warthog . 

"Aw come now Cortana, I told you, you can call me Harry." I smiled in 
my helmet, not knowing if there was some strange way for her to see 
it or not, but somehow getting the feeling that she could. I hopped 
up into the gunner seat. Never having driven one, I at least wanted 
to see how John did. I knew my way around a mounted turret gun 
though . 

I swear I could hear Cortana shrugging her shoulders and I sighed. 
Lets get this over with. We took off down a hill and came to a square 
opening in the rock face. "_This cave is not a natural formation." 
_Really? I wonder what gave that away? 

The ride was uneventful. The marine we'd taken with us, a red head 
named Fred, that sent a pang of remorse through me, whooped as we had 
to make a jump over a strangely built gap in the road. "Well that 
makes zero sense." It didn't look decayed, just like it was built 
that way. We did have to make one pit stop to active a light bridge 
and mop up a few covenant. How did they get down here so fast? They 
must have already been on the surface before the Pillar of Autumn 
crashed, that's the only explanation I could come up with. They 
reminded me of bugs, crawling and hiding in every little crack the 
could find. 



I leaned forward and picked a bit of Elite mandible off of John's 
shoulders as we headed over the bridge. "Thanks." I just nodded, even 
though he couldn't see it. Maybe the big guy was thawing out a little 
bit . 

Soon enough we came to end of the cave and out into a odd shaped 
field that had a stream running down the middle of it. Sure enough, 
there was Foehammer, somehow having found another warthog on short 
notice. I thought stopped me in my tracks. "Why didn't we just rid 
the pelican over here?" I asked as I jumped down from the gunner's 
seat. Fred climbed out and took my spot. I cast a shield charm over 
the vehicle without anyone noticing. Any death I could prevent I 
would . 

John shrugged and tapped his helmet. "Blame her, Cortana has always 
beena€ 1 too curious for her own good." I blinked at him in surprise, 
an entire sentence, I was impressed. 

One of the other marines jumped down from the pelican to accompany me 
as a gunner, a friendly fella by the name of Martinez I think. He 
hopped up and grabbed the twin handles for the large gun turret. I 
cast another shield over him and jumped into the driver's seat. John 
pulled up next to me. "Do you know how to operate it?" 

Without missing a beat I flipped all the proper switches, turned the 
key and revved the engine. "I think I'll manage just fine." 

He had no further comment on the issue and simply said, "Cortana will 
send the coordinates. She should have an idea of where to set up a 
base camp, after we gather everyone back up." 

He said nothing else, simply gunned the warthog and took off toward 
one of the way points. I followed his example and sped off in a 
different direction. I had no real plan, work may way from the 
closest to the furthest away, other than that I figure I'd wing it. 
This particular area seemed to be relatively untouched so far. I 
suppose the covenant were focusing on rounding up the stragglers, 
nothing much interesting out here anyway. 

I decided to strike up a conversation with my gunner for the time 
being, it would be a few minutes until I reached the first point, had 
a narrow canyon to navigate through first. "So, you're Martinez 
right? What brings you way out here to the edge of the galaxy? I'll 
admit, it's a nice view, but a bit boring too." 

I think I broke him. He laughed at that, a deep gut busting chortle. 
Damn, I didn't know I was that funny. "Wow, you guys talk, sorry sir, 
but you're only the second Spartan I've ever met. Most of you seem 
like robots, thumping around in that armor, never saying a word. Good 
to know you're human under there." 

I shrugged and deftly swerved around a large boulder like I'd been 
doing it my entire life. "Yeah, old green bean is a bit standoffish 
isn't he? I wouldn't hold it against him. We've all been fighting as 
long as we could remember. And I'm not quite like the others anyway, 
different case you could say." 

"Ah, I see." He open fired on a cluster of jackals, fucking ugly bird 
looking things that serve as snipers. "Do you have a name? Or 
something I can call you anyway sir? I've heard 'hey you, ' gets old 



after a while . " 


I laughed and ran over the lone elite in the group. "Spartan 
13-7 . " 


" ! 3-7 huh? You magic or something? My grandma always said those were 
special numbers." 

I just shrugged. "Just a designation. You can always call me Harry if 
you want, that's my name." He nodded and we tore up through the 
narrow canyon, swerving and bouncing off the sides at just the right 
angle to maintain our speed in such close quarters. 

We came out into a small open clearing, a sloped hill on our left was 
covered in huge rocks. I could see the crashed drop pod just a head. 
Covenant swarmed everywhere. "Bugger." I slammed on the breaks, cut 
the wheel and gunned it again, just in enough time to avoid a grenade 
that had been thrown in our direction. I poured on the gas, flicking 
mud and gravel out behind us and tore up into the rocks, close enough 
that the hog scraped on either side from big rocks. I pulled in a 
small open area, where all the marines were and jumped out of the 
warthog . 

"Right then, take a defensive position. I'm gonna go out there raze 
some hell and lead any stragglers back toward us. Hopefully I'll piss 
them off enough to make them clumsy." One of the other marines pulled 
the warthog up onto a rock for a better vantage position, Martinez 
grinned and gave me a thumbs up. I grabbed the assault rifle off my 
back and took off at a run. 

And nearly ran into an elite as I reached the edge of the rocks. It 
jumped back in surprise, making a strange gravelly grunting sound. I 
hit it with the butt of my gun, knocking it on its ass and filled its 
chest full of lead. The screamed in rage as it died. I ducked under 
plasma fire, let a few stray needles bounce off my shields and 
released a soundless bombarda, blasting a half dozen grunts into 
pieces. A whip of fire sliced off the head of two jackels before I 
was forced to dive sideways out of the way of a grenade. "Damn they 
just love those things." 

A covenant drop ship appeared and I eyed the remaining bunch before 
darting off into the rocks screaming "I'm out of ammo! Ahh ! " I didn't 
think it would actually work, but sure enough a group of them, pretty 
much all of them left, ten or so, followed me right in. I led them, 
just staying ahead to the marines. I rounded the corner and neatly 
stepped to the side. 

The mix of grunts and Jackals ran in behind me before skidding to a 
stop. The humans let them have it. The aliens didn't stand a change 
and fell where they stood, bloody and filled with holes. "Alright, 
that worked way better than I thought it would." 

"Are they all gone Mage?" I pulled up short. Mage? 

"We have another drop ship unloading them right now, but I think 
we'll be alright now, we'll try that again, yeah? Anyone brave to 
follow me? And mage? Really?" 

Martinez shrugged. "Damn Spartans are like magic yeah? With your Id 
number, thought it fit." I shrugged along with him. 



"Whatever, volunteers?" I was nearly knocked back at the overwhelming 
shouts of approval. I pointed out Martinez and two other marines. 

"The rest of you guys, get ready, we're going to try this again. You 
three, stick close alright? I know you're big boys and can take care 
of yourself, but all the same I'd rather no one die on my 
watch . " 

Martinez just grinned and the other two loaded up their firearms and 
followed me back out into the open. I had one last passing comment 
for them. "Now, if you see me do something odd, don't worry about it, 
itsa€l classified, but these are extenuating circumstances . " They 
shrugged, not worried about what weird things a spartan might do and 
waded out into the open. That was our first mistake. Apparently that 
drop ship had watched me attack earlier, and was impressed. A platoon 
of fifteen elites stood before us. A few of them were standing behind 
portal shields, set up like barricades. Four of them waived and 
blinked out of existence, before a snap his filled the air and a 
flash of blue energy before it too faded away. "Well shit." 

I pushed Martinez to the side and used a banisher to push the other 
two away. I launched a flurry of bone breakers, severing hexes, and 
fireballs at them. A few side stepped the attacks and several more 
dived behind their barriers. I caught one of fire, and lopped the arm 
off another, but most spells went wide. I heard a roar and my shields 
popped as something slammed into my chest, alarms blaring in my ears. 
I rolled backward and activated the visual enhancement runes built 
into my suit, and prayed one of them would be able to detect alien 
technology . 

Half way through the dozen or so different modes, I finally found 
something that picked it up. The elite shimmered into existence, just 
in enough time for me to side step his swing. The image was hazy, but 
he showed up well enough, along with his three invisible friends as 
well. I sent out a cutter to the one in front of me and was surprised 
when he blocked it with his sword, the thing must have been made from 
pure energy. I unloaded a clip into his chest, popping his shields 
and stepped in close to burry a fist in his gut. The elite, stunned 
from the gunfire, doubled over and clutched itself. I cast a bombarda 
spell in its open maul. 

The head vaporized into a fine mist and I grabbed its glowing blade 
and deflected a swipe from one of the other elites, stepping in close 
and spinning to burry to blade in its chest, before ducking and 
avoiding the last's swipe. Martinez and the other two marines were 
doing a hell of a job keeping the rest of them pinned down and away 
from us. I dislodged from my most recent kill and took off at a run 
at the last invisible elite. I slid; baseball style under its attack 
and swiped up, separating its sword arm from its body. The ugly 
bastard howled in rage and pain and collapsed, in just enough time 
for me to stand and stomp on its head, smashing it flat and leaving 
nothing but a twitching corpse. 

I ducked and weaved, avoiding plasma fire and got closer to them. 
"Cover me! Keep them as pinned down as you can!" I worked my way 
across the battlefield , growing closer until I was in range. I 
didn't know how well this would work, alien soil might have an 
entirely different make-up, but it was with a shot. 


I lifted both hands, posed like claws and grit my teeth, flooding 



magic into the earth beneath my feet. Slowly at first, but then with 
a rapidity that was almost ravenous, two hulking monsters, formed of 
dirt and rock, rose from the ground. These behemoths roared, a 
guttural sound like that of a rushing mudslide, before charging, feet 
pounding loud enough to make the earth shake. 

They paid no mind to the plasma fire that bounced off them, a grenade 
was shrugged off with ease. Within moments they were on them, and the 
elites didn't stand a chance . They were mashed into the ground, 
pulverized or picked up and thrown so far the went out of sight. One 
of them even found out what it was like to be eaten by something with 
boulders for teeth. I grinned as the last of them were ground into 
paste, and dismissed my constructs, allowing them to crumbled back 
into what they once were. I waited for a few minutes, catching my 
breath and watching the sky, but no further dropships came. I guess I 
scared them off. 

I turned to head back into the rocks and stopped. The marines that 
had been hidden inside were out now, and they were gaping at me, 
gasping like fish out of water. "So I guess mage is a good name for 
you then." Martinez was looking just as dazed as the rest of them, 
but had a smile plastered across his face. "My grandma used to tell 
me stories, about guys like you, with the Ability to do crazy things. 
I always figured they were stories, just stuff she'd made up. I guess 
she was right. I'm not that surprised Oni got ahold of one of you and 
turned you into a super soldier." 

Well, this was awkward. What should I do? Deny it? I wasn't that 
surprised that someone had seen or heard some proof of magic. I 
didn't know where all the wizards and witches were. Might still all 
be on earth, still hiding in some hole in the ground some where. 
Something about the idea of 'space wizards' tickled my funny bone. 
Instead of admitting or denying anything, I gave what was rapidly 
becoming my favorite line to these guys. 

"I'm afraid that information is classified. You of course can't speak 
about what you've seen here today, or what you may see me do during 
the duration of this adventure of ours." 

Martinez just laughed and some of the other marines rolled their eyes 
and I hailed Foehammer on my copied radio system. "I've got another 
batch of them Foehammer, right on my coordinates." The radioed back 
and approached promptly. Fast enough that it made me wonder where she 
was hiding. Maybe on a cliff top? Just watching the fight and waiting 
to swoop in and save everyone? Hard to tell really. 

"_Alright 13-7. I'll take them to the rendezvous point. A few of the 
escape pods managed to land closer together and they've started 
setting up a temporary base of operations. Once you and the Master 
Chief get the last of our boys here up we're heading that way to plot 
our next move . 

"_Any sign of the good caption? I was hoping to swoop in and save his 
ass, especially after the warm welcome he gave me aboard the Pillar 
of Autumn. 

"_Negative 13-7, his location hasn't been pinpointed yet, but we're 
working on it . 


I just nodded and waved her off as Martinez and I watched the rest of 



the marines fly off to the base they were trying to set up. "So what 
do you think they're building it out of? Did any of the inflatable 
structures survive? Or are we going to be building them out of 
covenant corpses?" 

1 shrugged as we jumped back in the warthog and headed off toward the 
next waypoint. "I don't know, but a grunt skin rug in the war room 
would look nice, bit bumpy though." 

He just laughed and shook his head, constantly spinning the warthog' s 
turret in a slow arch, keeping his eyes peeled. "You're a bucket of 
laughs you are. How much farther?" 

We'd just pulled out of the canyon, and as long as we didn't meet any 
opposition, fifteen minutes tops. I told him that and he just nodded 
and whistled at the view. It was a beautiful place. Rolling green 
hills and strange rock formations. The oddest thing about the place 
was a lack of animal life. The aliens that went to all the trouble to 
build this thing, the forerunners, didn't bother putting any animals 
on it. Made it beautiful and lonely. The covenant didn't seem to be 
pursuing us much, I assume they're gathering their wits, or trying to 
pick off the marines where they were hold up. I saw a small platoon 
of them up ahead, just a handful of them really. Martinez and I went 
in guns blazing, mostly because they were directly between us and our 
destination . 

An elite roared at me and tried to dive out of the way as I ran him 
over, spraying purple blood all over the hood of the warthog. My 
gunner mopped up the rest of them in record time and we were on our 
way, heading for the next group of wayward marines. 

2 . 

The trouble really started when we arrived at the last structure. 

We'd pulled up, and there wasn't a single covenant in sight. There 
was a forerunner structure sitting on the edge of a cliff, it was 
bigger than the previous ones we'd seen, several different out 
buildings were connected to the main area, with a strange set of huge 
pipes running parallel to the ground. Martinez and myself pulled up 
and I jumped out. The motion scanner built into my suit didn't detect 
anything hostile, a few blips seemed to be coming from one of the 
outer buildings, but far fewer than I'd expected. 

"I don't know what's going on, maybe they managed to fight them off 
and the survivors are holed up in that building. " I pointed it out 
to Martinez as I hopped back into the warthog and slowly drove us 
over to it, keeping my eyes peeled. I pulled us up as close as I 
could get and hailed foehammer. 

"_Not sure what's going on here Foehammer. I detect no covenant 
activity, but there are far fewer survivors than we anticipated. Be 
ready to come pick us up as soon as I give the signal. 

"_Roger 13-7, on standby now. The chief is heading to his final pick 
up and should be finished soon. It would be nice to grab you two back 
to back so we can get out of here."_ 

The radio went silent after that and I pulled out an assault rifle, 
noticing exactly how low on ammunition I was. I could always resort 
to magic, and had done so already several times today. I wondered how 



long I could convince them all that it was merely interesting tech 
built into my suit? Probably not as long as I wanted. I had no desire 
to memory charm everyone, I doubt I'd do a convincing enough job 
anyway, subtly has never been my strong suit. 

As I approached the door, Martinez was staying with the warthog to 
watch our six, I detected a single red blip on my radar, just for a 
moment, before it fell clear again. A drop of adrenaline hit my 
stomach and raced up my spine. I felt my heart speed up and my 
muscles contracted. I stepped forward, two more blips showed up. Now 
I was truly growing nervous. I stood between two tall pipes running 
front to back, they were taller than I was and completely obstructed 
my view of the surrounding area. The door was just before me, a few 
feet was all. 

I took one more step and a figure shimmered into existence before me. 
I hadn't seen this kind before, and I had no idea they could employee 
cloaking technology, the memories I had scanned from passing marines 
had no mention of it, but they did have a name for the creature that 
stood before me. A hunter. Tower at over ten feet tall, one arm 
ending in a huge plasma cannon, and the wriggling orange worms 
beneath that made up the monstrosity before me. It roared and tensed, 
but didn't move. At once seven more blips showed up on my radar, and 
seven more hunters materialized. Six of them stood up on the very 
pipes I'd walked between, all of them pointing their cannons down at 
me, a green glow already charging. The last, the partner to the one 
that blocked my path, stood behind me. How he'd managed to sneak up 
on me without setting of my radar I'd never know. 

"Fuck. " 

To Be Continueda€l 

Sorry about the delay everyone. The whole household came down with 
the flu, and my daughter had to have surgery to remove a broken 
tooth, so real life has gotten In the way. I wanted this longer and a 
bit more polished first, but I wanted to get something out to you 
guys, so here you go. We're all about healthy again so hopefully 
updates will pick up again soon. I'm also very interested in a beta 
for this and my other story, if anyone is interested. 

Until next time, 

-Harkon 


5. Fucking Aliens 

Okay guys, I'm officially back, took a little bit longer to get the 
paperwork in to the resurrection department than I thought, but they 
finally pushed it through, so I'm back from the dead. I did get one 
review that I thought needed an answer: 

This particular person pointed out to me that Harry should have 
activated his vision mode that let him see through cloaking devices. 
My answer to that, is that he never deactivated it. You see, with 
magic, you don't have to worry about normal sight being disrupted. 
Its like layering effects on top of each other, with that mode 
activated, it just allowed him to see the elites. The hunters are 
using a different technology, previously unaccounted for. You see. 



much like the original that this fic is based on, when Harry was sent 
careening into the future, he caused little hiccups, small changes, 
good and bad, that grew and changed over time. The hunters having a 
unique camo mode specifically for them is one of those changes. More 
of them will become apparent as the story progresses, it is my 
explanation for non canon events happening that aren't directly tied 
to Harry being present. 

Anyway, not gonna hold this up any longer, here we go. 

Chapter 5: Fuck aliens 

Well what the hell was I supposed to do now? Time seemed to slow as 
the green glow of enemy plasma cannons grew brighter and hotter. I 
tensed, and flooded all energy from my suit into the shielding. My 
vision went dark as I lost my visual feed of the outside world. I 
felt the suit grow so heavy I could barely move in it as the 
synthetic and magical tendons lost power. I collapsed to my knees, 
still able to hear the roar of the plasma cannons, and cast a 
powerful shield I knew around myself as the hunter's energy was 
released. "Cosain Siorai ! " The ancient Gaelic magic bloomed around me 
in a mass of intersecting chains forged from light. 

The plasma struck just moments after their creation and a sound like 
thunder entered my ears as I felt energy buffet around me. It shook 
me to the core and I felt the shield spell buckle and crack before it 
broke and let in some of the blast. My spell weakened it enough that 
my suit's shield held back the rest. Alarms blared in my ears as they 
were depleted and dragged down in the yellow, but they held. A few 
heartbeats later I directed power back to the proper channels and 
blinked as vision was restored. The suit's artificial and magical 
muscles returned to life. They moved with me now instead of being 
dead weight and I was able to stand amongst a miniature dust storm. 
The hunters hadn't moved, they were waiting for the dust to clear, to 
see if they'd managed to turn me into a skid mark or not, fat chance 
of that happening. I loosed a blasting hex to the beast standing 
behind me and turned him into a withering orange puddle. I pulled the 
three to my right apart, any shielding they had did little to protect 
them as I smashed the worms in mid-air, grinding hundreds of them 
into pulp with the wave of my hand. The last three I burned with 
fire. Serpentine snakes of flame slithered out and into the cracks of 
their armor, roasting them from the inside. The faint smell of fried 
pork rinds filled the air, making me disgusted and hungry all at 
once . 

"Well now, that was exciting." I scanned the area with my suit's 
built in and modified marauder's map and found nothing. I switched 
through every vision filter I had twice over, just to make sure their 
wasn't anything else invisible lurking about. "Alright Martinez, 
party is over if you wanna head my way." The shout I gave was quickly 
answered and the marine came around the corner before stopping dead 
in his tracks. I stood in the center of a crater, with a ring of 
undamaged earth directly around me, the corpses of hunter's all 
around . 

"Remind me to never get on your bad side senor Mage." I shook my head 
and grinned in spite of myself. 

"No worries mate. They caught me on a bad day. Come on, let's get 
below and let everyone know its safe to come out now." I radioed 



foehammer as we made our way inside and down a ramp into the belly of 
the construct. The angular walls felt suffocating and sharp as we 
came out into an open room with over a dozen survivors inside. Some 
of them were officers with a few scientists thrown in for good 
measure, but the vast majority seemed to be unarmed marines. I 
covered them all with an invisible shield charm and gave them a 
wave . 

"Safe to come out now you lot, I've chased away the monsters." 

"Is that what all that thumping was? We thought it was some sort of 
orbital bombardment." 

"Nope, just little old me, now lets beat feet, got a pelican waiting 
for us top side." They didn't need telling twice. I brought up the 
rear with Martinez and we almost ran into the old green bean himself 
as we came back to the surface. 

He looked at the destruction around us and sized me up again. "What 
are you?" He almost managed to make it sound like a compliment. We 
were making progress. 

"That's for me to know, and for you to find out. That pretty little 
lady of yours still in your head?" 

"_Yes, and I can hear you too. Do I need to have you physiologically 
evaluated Spartan 13-7? It's not healthy to have feelings toward a 
voice in someone else's head."_ 

"No, we don't need to scar any therapists that badly. You know 
Cortana, you can come hang out in my head anytime you like." I gave 
her a saucy wink, since I knew there was some way that she could see 
it . 

"_I might take you up on that offer, it would be interesting to see 
if I could control your suits unusual configuration of mechanical and 
biological components." _I saw John stiffen at that comment. 

"Hush now love, we're making your boyfriend jealous." I patted him on 
the arm as I walked by, and swore he was physically restraining 
himself from hurting me. 

"That's enough 13-7, our presence is requested at the temporary base 
the marines have managed to put together. We'll see about finding 
caption Keyes from there." I simply nodded, done with teasing him for 
now . 

"Alright then, lets get going. Got places to be and things to kill 
anyway." The two of us, three if you included Cortana, headed back 
out into the alien sunlight and boarded the awaiting dropship. Things 
just seem to be getting more and more interesting around 
here . 

2 . 

"So how many made it off the Autumn?" We were riding in the belly of 
the pelican, heading toward a base some Hell jumpers had managed to 
set up, some place they'd dubbed 'Alpha Base.' Creativity seemed to 
be in short supply in the future. 



"Including you, seventy one crew members made it off the autumn. More 
are floating out there in cyrosleep." The chief looked up into the 
sky, referring to the space around the halo ring. The numbers made me 
wince. From what I understood, the crew alone comprised of four 
hundred people, with a thousand marines on board. "There is a group 
of marines that we believe are being held captive with Captain 
Keyes." As the old green giant spoke, the pelican circled around a 
small base situated high up on the edge of a butte, protected by high 
rocks. "More marines survived, but I'm not exact on the particular 
numbers . " 

"I'm surprised, I thought Cortana knew everything." 

He bristled again, and I had to wonder if he didn't have some sort of 
attachment to her. "_I'll take that as a compliment, but within the 
chief's suit, I'm limited by what information I can gather. If I was 
to be plugged into a more sophisticated system, such as the rings 
internal drives, I might be able to gather more exact 
figures . 

"Mmm, I love it when you talk dirty to me." John turned to look at me 
and I couldn't help it, I died laughing. "Sorry, but I'm imagining 
the look on your face, it's priceless." The rest of the marines were 
as silent as ghosts, they'd never seen a spartan taking a ribbing 
before. I sighed as the pelican touched down and hopped out into the 
dirt. Personel and marines were scrambling everywhere, shouting 
orders and frantically searching data pads, everyone of them trying 
to do the jobs of ten people. 

I fell in line and followed the chief to a nearby command tent, the 
two of us entered to a flurry of activity. A grizzled man in his mid 
forties with graying hair and a scar across his chin turned to face 
us. A scowl immediately fell into place at the sight of us. "Well 
look here, not one, but two freaks. Just what I needed." John 
stiffened imperceptibly, I just snorted. I'd been called a freak for 
as long as I could remember, I wore it like a badge of honor. 

"Who pissed in your corn flakes?" I walked up to the man, he wore the 
battle armor of an Orbital Drop Shock Trooper. I took another step 
closer and looked down at him. After my augmentation ritual, I'd 
finally grown to a respectable height, that along with the armor put 
me at around seven feet tall, a fucking giant compared to this 
guy . 

He glared up at me and puffed out his chest, doing a wonderful 
impression of a silver back gorilla. "You're not one of the normal 
freaks, you must be some kind of special asshole." 

I grinned even though he couldn't see it and pulled his rank and name 
from his surface thoughts. "Major Silva, kindly don't refer to my 
asshole as 'special' lest your men get the wrong idea about you. Some 
of them might respect you less if they thought you were a 
poofter . " 

He snarled at me and pulled back an arm to throw a punch. "Sir, with 
all respect sir we're fighting a losing battle against a superior 
force, and stranded on an alien planet, perhaps it would be best to 
not start a fight you can't win." 

He stopped mid swing and turned to face a young woman, a first 



lieutenant McKay according to a little brain scanning. He turned on 
her and raised a hand as if he was going to slap her, only stopping 
himself at the last minute. He gave her an apologetic look before 
turning back to me. "Emotions are running high around here, and I'm 
the acting leader while Captain Keyes is indisposed. I expect you to 
follow my orders while I'm here, freak." 

This guy is a broken record. I raised a hand, arm extended, and 
flicked him on the forehead hard enough to send him to his ass. He 
swore at me and raised a pistol to bare, which I swatted out of his 
hands before he ever had the chance . I reached down and picked him up 
by the scruff of his armor before setting him back on his feet. "I 
give respect to those that earn it. I don't care what your rank is, 
or how many battles you've fought in. Anything you've done, I've had 
to do. If you want us to get along, you'll refrain from calling me a 
freak again." He looked mutinous and I considered confounding him and 
sending him outside, naked and clucking like a chicken, but that 
wouldn't be fair to all the other marines around the base. 

"Have we managed to located Captain Keyes?" I felt laughter bubble up 
in the back of my throat. Anybody want to take a guess who said 
that ? 

McKay turned to John and shook her head. "No, we haven't had any luck 
locating him yet, we haven't had anyway to scan for covenant chatter. 
We got the equipment, but can't break their encryptions." I watched 
as he lifted a massive arm and pulled the chip containing Cortana out 
of his head. 

"I bet there's lots of free room in there now." He ignored the quip 
and plugged her into a nearby console. A small hologram of her 
appeared for a moment before she went to work, flaring bright blue 
and purple before grinning up at us all. 

"I found him. He's being held aboard the covenant ship, the Truth and 
Reconciliat ion . It is in low orbit and there appears to be a gravity 
well ferrying troops and supplies to the surface. I'd say that's how 
we get in." The chief nodded and put Cortana back in his 
head . 

"Good, I'll take a group of ODSTs to go get him then." Silva smirked, 
like he thought he was really in charge, and went to strut out the 
building. McKay stopped him in his tracks. 

"Sir, you're the commanding officer, your place is here." 

He turned to her and scowled but nodded. "What do you recommend 
then? " 

She motioned toward the chief and me. "Send them instead. Give them a 
few marines and see what happens." She winked when Silva turned back 
toward me. 

"Fine, maybe you'll die in the attempt. The two of you, take a dozen 
marines, head toward a pelican and go get him." He looked to the sky 
outside the flap of his tent. "And I'd get a move on. It'll be dark 
soon . " 


I turned and marched out the door, quite frankly sick and tired of 
listening to the man. I turned to John as I made my way outside. 



"Come on pretty lady, I guess you can come too chief." The armor clad 
man just shook his head at my unique and hilarious brand of humor 
before following me outside. We had an asshole to go rescue. 

3 . 

The pelican landed shortly after nightfall. We'd have to take around 
a kilometer long walk to get to the ship, but that was fine with me. 
As John and I stepped out of the pelican, a group of marines at our 
backs, I couldn't help but look up at the sky. A brilliant splash of 
stars stretched out in all directions, and somewhere far off in the 
distance, the slightest hint of the other edge of the ring could be 
glimpsed . 

I tried not to dwell on the fact that I was an infinite distance and 
time from home. I tried not to think about all those I'd left behind 
to die, whether I'd wanted to or not. Goddammit I want to go home, 
why me? Why always me? I try to shake those thoughts, they could get 
anyone killed in combat, even me. I turned to John. 

"So, kill all the covenant between here and the ship, board it, and 
rescue Keyes, seems pretty simple to me." 

"Simple is usually best." I just nodded with his sentiment. I 
suddenly wasn't in much of a mood for banter anyway. I hadn't take 
more than ten steps when something happened. I stopped dead in my 
tracks. The others kept walking for a moment before turning to face 
me. I felt a pounding behind my eyes, a deep rhythm, almost in line 
with my heartbeat, but not quite. The old scar above my left eye, the 
one shaped like a bolt of lightning, exploded in pain. I grit my 
teeth, used to such feelings, but at the same time a deep seated fear 
bloomed in my chest. He was dead and gone, hundreds of years ago. The 
pain increased, and I felt as if my face had cracked open along my 
scar, and continued onward down my face, splitting it in 
two . 

Distantly, I heard the voice of a woman. I reached up and fumbled 
with the release mechanism of my helmet. I felt claustrophobic, I had 
to take it off. My vision swam as a dozen alarms rang from my suit 
all at once, something was attacking me, trying desperately to breech 
my mental shields. It found the one crack in my armor, and exploited 
it. I managed to remove my helmet, and took a deep gulp of cold alien 
air before collapsing forward onto my knees. I held in the scream 
threatening to rip my vocal folds to shreds, knowing that if I did, 
I'd alert the aliens to our location. I wouldn't allow others to die 
for a moment of weakness on my part. 

John stepped forward and knelt next to me before placing a hand on my 
shoulder. "What's wrong? Can I help you?" I looked up into his eyes 
and felt him jerk in surprise. He'd never seen me without a helmet on 
before, my age must have shocked him. 

"Ia€l didn't knowa€ 1 you cared." My vision darkened again and I 
gasped for breath. Red dripped into my eye and I realized I was 
pouring blood. "Somethinga€ 1 trying to get into my head." 


Distantly I heard a woman's voice, ethereal and calm, asking me to 
please let her in. I don't know who you are lady, but you can piss 
of f . 



_Very well, I didn't want to make this painful, but we are short on 
time, Harry Potter. _With one final push, she was through, and I was 
gone. The world rushed away from me in a blast of darkness. Within 
seconds the pain faded away distantly into the background, and I 
became aware of a light blinking into existence, a figure stood 
within it. I approached the figure, magic bubbling inside me and I 
realized I had been stripped of my armor and my clothes for that 
matter . 

"Such a stubborn child. Your mind is well protected for someone so 
primitive." I got the distinct feeling she was annoyed with me. "That 
I am child. Come forward, we have little time, and I must impart 
knowledge to you, quickly." 

I came into the light and saw an alien woman. She was tall, and had a 
flattened and yet feminine face, with a light gray skin. Some kind of 
gown, created from light, draped around her. I narrowed my eyes. "I 
know you asked to come in, but most people don't knock with a 
sledgehammer . " 

She inclined her head at me. "for that I apologize, but your mental 
defenses only have one weakness, the only avenue in which I could 
guarantee you'd hear me." I noticed she was floating. "You are Harry 
Potter, a human from Earth born in the year nineteen eighty according 
to your Gregorian calender." 

I nodded. "And you're a floating alien lady that just tried to mind 
fuck me, next time buy me dinner first." 

Her neutral expression shifted dangerously. "I am not here for 
pleasantries human, I am here to warn you. The Forerunners, my 
people, were aware of a unique genetic mutation gifted to some 
humans, giving a handful of you the ability to vibrate the strings of 
energy that makes up the fabric of the universe. Your people forgot 
this mutation, and started calling it magic over a hundred thousand 
years ago, but that is what it is, the ability to manipulate the most 
basic field of energy that encompasses everything." I'd actually 
heard Dumbledore rattle on about this theory a few times over the 
years, it made sense to me at the time, but I'd thought little about 
it . 

"Your point? No offense, but we'd kinda started figuring this out 
right before everything went to hell for me, not that I don't 
appreciate the lesson in genetics." Her scowl deepened, maybe I 
shouldn't piss her off, she'd broken into my mind after 
all . 

"Forerunners coveted this ability and sought to make it our own. We 
never managed to duplicate it on a genetic scale, but we were able to 
create guardians that had a basic form of this ability. We used them 
to safeguard our most treasured creations. They were considered 
something of a last resort, and difficult to make, but this 
installation ... "She faded from view for a moment before returning. 
"a€l had some installed, and has made many duplicates over the last 
hundred thousand years. Your presence here has awoken them." 

I paused to think about that for a moment, machines able to wield 
magic. That's fucking scary. "When prey tell, will they find 
me?" 



Here she smiled. "I have been doing what I can to limit their ability 
to track you, but there is only so much I can do in this form, and I 
am so very far away from you now. Please heed this warning: Soon I 
will have no energy to contact you, and this installation holds dark 
secrets. Things that should remain dead and buried. Stop the covenant 
from finding them, and guard yourself and your fellows from our 
constructs. They have been asleep a very long time, and will not be 
functioning properly enough to tell if you are friend or foe..." she 
blinked out again and I knew our time was about up. "a€l be careful 
Harry Potter, there is much evil still in the universe, which means 
you have much work to do." With those parting words she faded away 
and the darkness rushed back in. It only lasted a moment before I 
found myself in the same position I was before the vision. No time 
had seemed to pass, John was still kneeling next to me. 

"We have to be careful, I was just contacted, by some sort of 
Forerunner construct, an AI masquerading as a woman, she entered my 
mind somehow, probably through my neural uplink." John simply nodded, 
nothing rattled this bastard. 

"Dr. Halsey spoke of a similar encounter on Reach, Cortana, did you 
notice anything unusual just now?" 

"_A huge spike in energy. It lasted only a fraction of a second 
before fading away. Other than that, no. I did not detect any foreign 
A. I." _He merely nodded before pulling me back onto my feet and 
handing me my helmet. I wiped the blood from my face before sliding 
it back into place, feeling comforted with it separating me from the 
rest of the world. 

"You're younger than I thought senor Mage." I turned to find 
Martinez. He'd volunteered to come with us, dead set on getting the 
chance to blow more stuff up, damned if I don't love marines. 

"Nah, I'm just older than I look. Now, lets get back on track. We've 
still got a job to do." I wonder how crazy I just looked now? 

Probably no more than usual. I shake my head and we move on. The 
fighting helps clear my head, a group of alien uglies are clustered 
around a small valley with a high ridge on our right. The green bean 
and I take a few minutes picking them off long range but it doesn't 
satisfy the itch I'm starting to feel. Hermione used to say it was my 
'saving people thing' acting up. With no people to save, it decided 
it needed to kill bad guys instead. Makes a strange kind of logic if 
you think about it . 

We move up the hill, I can feel the men behind us growing restless, 
ready to fight for their lives. Several grunts are asleep, actually 
asleep, in our path and a whack on the back of the head makes sure 
they'll never wake up. A few jackals dot the narrow path and they're 
dropped as well before they can sound any kind of alarm. 

We stayed low and stayed as quiet as we could, moving up one final 
hill, right before all hell breaks loose. A group of purple energy 
blasts rocket toward us, I don't know how they found out we were 
there, but a mob of energy bombarded us all at once. I threw up a 
shield in front as the Chief barked orders at the marines to take 
cover. The shield flared white as the blasts bounced off in all 
directions. The grunts and jackals had been a diversion, we'd been 
ambushed . 



"Someone is leaking them information." I growled and let lose with a 
volley of bombardas, sending limbs and entrails in a spray. John 
threw a grenade that I let pass out of the shield. It bounced and 
rolled before igniting a nearby fusion coil, creating a massive 
explosion. "Fireworks, awesome." 

The elites pulled back to regroup, surprised they hadn't killed us 
all in an instant. The chief glanced at me before eying the shield 
that warbled in the air. It surrounded us like a bubble. "Can that 
thing move with us?" 

I shrugged. "It can, but its very slow. Moving also drains its power. 
Its called a bunker shield. Supposed to hunker down and weather the 
storm. I can do something a little more mobile." With a bit of 
concentrat ion and drop of magic, the marines glowed a light blue. 
"Those should take a few hits at least." I cast a similar one across 
John. "I don't know which one will kick in first, your energy shield 
or mine, but mine won't recharge." 

I glanced at the covenant, a contingent of elites howling for blood 
and preparing to attack again when Martinez spoke up. "What am I? 
Chopped liver?" He didn't get a special glow, poor guy was 
upset . 

"Nah, you're badass enough you didn't one." He puffed out his chest a 
bit. "And I cast one on you when you agreed to ride with me. Anybody 
with balls that big deserved a little extra protection." 

The others laughed at him when another blast slammed against my 
bunker shield. Damn I need to start paying more attention. "Okay, fun 
time is over. Let's pay attention." 

I turned back to the crowd of enemies and glared at them. I had the 
strongest urge to let lose with a blast of fiendfyre but restrained 
myself. The alien woman's warning echoed in my ears. I have to keep 
it low key . . . ish . 

With both hands out I charged the shield and broke through, fire in 
one hand and ice in the other. I ran and slid under a dozen pink 
spikes and roasted an elite in his armor while freezing another 
carrying an energy sword. Two more dropped from gunfire and one of 
the marines threw a grenade, injuring and scattering a group of them. 
I slid to a stop behind a huge rock and took a moment to catch my 
breath . 

An explosion ripped the rock to pieces, sending me spinning backward. 
I heard ringing in my ears, and tasted blood where I'd bitten my 
tongue. I stagger upward and felt a spike of fear in the pit of my 
stomach. A twisting shimmering being stood before me, seemingly made 
of light. Blue in color and radiating magic. It snarled at me before 
it twisted in the air, and morphed, its arms grew and stretched, 
becoming solid blades. What the fuck? This had to be one of those 
things the Forerunner had warned me about. Could they smell magic or 
something? That little bit woke one of them up? 

_They grow restless. Few protect the surface, but below, deep within 
the machinery of the ring, more are stirring. You have been warned 
Harry Potter. _ 


I felt my head bust again and blood dribble down from my nose. I 



yelled at the snarling beast and put a full clip into its shimmering 
head. It roared again, sounding like giant gears in a clock grinding 
together and morphed. The shapeless head split open and formed needle 
like teeth, two glowing orange eyes swam up from the shimmering 
energy that made up its body. 

I had to roll under covenant plasma fire before returning my 
concentrat ion to the walking energy shield. I fired off a blasting 
hex and watched as it absorbed most of the damage. It seemed to be 
slowing though, each attack I landed left it with jerkier movement 
and its energy soon began to flicker. It lounged at me, landing a 
blow to my chest and sending me back on my ass, shield blaring in my 
ears. Blue energy crackled across the surface of my armor as my 
shields began to recharge. It snarled and leapt on me, trying to tear 
its way through the crunchy wrapping to get to the gooey center. I 
kicked it viciously and pumped lightning into it, watching as the 
sparking energy that made up its body finally dimmed and faded away. 
All that remained was a simple rod made of forerunner metal. 

"They made murderous, self guided wands." I shook my head and 
snatched the thing up off the ground. I could still feel a hint of 
energy emitting from the rod, and I bet I could have cast a spell 
through it if I'd tried. I crushed the metal between my hands, 
turning it into a ball of useless scrap. 

All told my little battle had lasted less than two minutes. Fighting 
was still going on in every direction. The superior covenant numbers 
were trying divide us up and had managed to cut off three marines 
from the others. I rushed in behind the covenant keeping them pinned 
and lit them up with a grenade. More magic might not be the best 
thing right now. I grabbed the three marines and we hoofed it back to 
the main contingent. I was happy to see that no one had died yet, my 
shields had worked well protecting them. 

John was doing what he did best, acting as a human tank and pushing 
the defenders back. We entered a narrow passageway and came out onto 
a flat bluff with a recessed center. In the center was a gravlift 
dropping off more covenant troops. The whole area was littered with 
enemies and their equipment, deep purple contrasting with the grey 
and brown rock the forerunners had chosen to cover this miserable 
ring with. 

I came up next to John and crouched down next to him. From the way 
they were acting, the covenant obviously knew we had attacked, they 
just didn't know our exact location yet. "So what do you suggest? 

Make a run for the gravlift, or kill everything first." 

He was silent for a few moments before giving me an answer that 
brought a grin to my face. "Kill everything first." 

To Be Continueda€l 

Well there's the next chapter of A Different War, this chapter will 
mark the return of more frequent updates. I know Harry seems like 
he's having trouble being serious about anything, but he's suffering 
from a bit of PTSD, that and he picked up the habit of using humor as 
a defense mechanism from Sirius, so he's a bit of an asshole and 
doesn't ever seem to shut up. Sorry about the long break their guys, 
but real life has to take precedence over fanfiction. That being 
said, expect much more frequent updates soon. 



-Harkon 


6. Rescuing an Arsehole 
Chapter 6- Time to Rescue an Asshole 

Say what you will about the Covenant, they're persistent little 
bastards. They always send the little guys in first, the marines' 
nickname for them, grunts, was appropriate. Short and squat, and 
cowardly, they'd scream as they charged you, waving their guns in the 
air. I had my suspicions that they weren't willing fighters in this 
ongoing war, more than likely they were slaves. They'd probably 
defect given half a chance, but it was hard to fight opponents that 
were four feet taller than you, and outweighed you by several hundred 
pounds . 

I lobbed another grenade from behind the rock I'd taken cover at and 
watched with no small amount of satisfaction as purple entrails went 
spewing forth into the air. My motion sensor went off, indicating a 
fresh wave of combatants were coming down the gravlift. I wasn't sure 
exactly how the gravlift worked, but it reminded me of the levitation 
charm. Six hunters came tumbling down and I risked a blasting curse. 
It caught two of them head on, disintegrating the top half of their 
bodies. I'd taken out one half of two pairs, and their mates were 
right pissed at me. 

"Concentrate fire on the two enraged Hunters, 13-7 and I will handle 
the remaining pair." I didn't complain about being given orders, I 
decided to follow them. 

"Which one do you want?" I cracked my knuckles through my suit and 
eyed the two focused hunters. John side stepped a blast from a fuel 
rod cannon like he was strolling through the park and nodded his 
head . 

"That one." 

"Works for me." The two of us set off at a dead run at the same time. 
I was happy to note that even though his tech had over five centuries 
on me. We kept pace with each other. And I wasn't even going full 
out. The marines engaged the two disoriented and grieving Hunters, 
running about and peppering them with bullets. John dived to the side 
as one of the remaining monsters fired at him again. I pooled magic 
into my legs and leapt up, nearly thirty feet into the air and spun 
to land behind my own target. I idly wondered if using magic 
internally would raise the alarms. I balled up a fist and punched at 
the hunters back, burying my hand up to the elbow in viscous orange 
worms. They tightened around me, trying to pull my arm out of socket, 
but I grabbed one of them and squeezed, feeling it pop in my hand. 

The hunter gave a jerk and swung around, trying to fling me away from 
itself. I held onto its armor and climbed up its back, riding it 
rodeo style. 

I grabbed another worm and used it to hold on as I grabbed a grenade 
from around my waste and buried it in the hole I'd made in its back. 

I finally let go and rolled away from it as the grenade went off, 
blowing the thing into pieces. I checked on John to see him finishing 
up with his own. The marines had managed to kill their two just 



before us and had been watching us tangle with the pair. They really 
weren't that difficult if you could just stay behind them, not the 
most agile of enemies. 

We all stood still, waiting and watching to see what would come down 
next. I couldn't think of a ground troop that was any tougher than a 
hunter, usually they were sent in last. Five minutes, then ten, and 
finally fifteen went by with nothing. "Looks like they're going to 
ambush us at the top." 

"They've used this tactic before. Draw us in, then attempt to 
surround us." John walked over, reloading his guns and checking them 
for functionality as he came up to my side. He didn't seem to mind me 
that much if I weren't making stupid jokes. "Based off of prior 
engagements, they'll have a contingent of elites at the top, 
camouflaged and carrying energy swords." 

I nodded in understanding. "Right then, everybody, come forward. I 
need to check to make sure your shields are still in place and 
functioning." One by one the purple stained and battered marines 
formed a line in front of me. It was always nice when the children 
listened. Only one guy had a red lined shield, so I topped off the 
others and reapplied his. John's was in tip top shape, but I'd seen 
his normal energy shield blink, so I figured mine would only kick in 
when he was out of all other options. 

I looked down at the automatic rifle in my hands and was sorely 
tempted to cast some spells on it. Recoil wasn't much of an issue, 
nor was aiming, but a bottomless clip would be nice. I wondera€ 1 . No, 
no time to experiment right now. I cast a few gemino charms around, 
duplicating clips and creating a few new grenades, much to the 
astonishment of my new found comrades. 

"Told you he was a magician." Martinez walked over and gave me a 
shrewd look over. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Checking you for pockets, hidden sleeves, that sorta of thing." 

1 blinked at him. "Right thenaC 1 well you're not going to find any, I 
prefer smoke and mirrors anyway." I motioned toward the blue well of 
energy sucking particles up into the purple Covenant ship. It vaguely 
reminded me of some strange sea creature, or a big wang. "We've got 
stuff to go kill, so everyone stay on your toes. See if we can't find 
your all's boss . " 

As a group we marched up the ramp into the blue light. Once everyone 
was in place I felt an odd weightlessness overcome me. One by one, 
the marines were sucked up into the void, the chief and I were the 
last, probably because with the armor we weighed the most. We went 
faster and faster, gaining more speed as we rushed up the beam of 
light. Right before we crashed into the underbelly of the ship, a 
piercing white light invaded my senses. 

2 . 

Why the Covenant would use something that blinded their troops before 
leaving the ship I couldn't say. It was disorienting to say the 
least. It took a few shakes of my head to clear my vision. The 



interior of the ship was the same bright purple as the exterior. We 
seemed to be in some sort of cargo hold, with alien crates lying 
about hap-hazardously . No sign of any elites yet, but I switched over 
my visor to detect them if they decided to appear. 

"Everyone alright?" 

I got a grunt in reply and I took it as a yes. It was quiet and 
supposedly deserted, so I figured a trap would be coming about any 
time now. Right on cue, the doors around the room opened with a quiet 
hiss, and the blue outlines of elites snuck inside. "What yourself! 
Elites just entered, follow the shimmer." 

I ran forward, ducked under a swing and buried an elbow into the 
creature's back. It snarled and warbled at me but I followed up by 
emptying a clip into the back of its head. The others engaged the 
rest as I set my sights on a new target. I snatched up the fallen 
energy sword and hefted it, feeling a satisfying snap-hiss as it came 
to life. I blocked an incoming blow, and slid my blade along the 
length of my opponent's, before stepping in close and burying it in 
the monster's chest. The room rocked slightly as someone set off a 
grenade. Two more approached me, one coming in high, the other low. I 
jumped and spun between the two blades, feeling as one of them barely 
brushed against my armor, making my shield flicker briefly. 

I cut the one to my right in half with my sword, the other was blown 
in two by a blasting curse. Damn, I'm to used to casting during 
combat, I've got to be more careful. I turned to see the rest of my 
comrades in relatively good health, the other elites lay scattered at 
their feet. 

"Let's move." The green giant's baritone voice reverberated softly 
throughout the room and the others fell into step behind him. I took 
up the rear, readying to defend our asses if anything tried to sneak 
up on us . 

These ships were huge. We'd been running and fighting for twenty 
minutes, following John as Cortana fed him instructions. I had to 
admit those two worked well together. Sometimes I forgot she wasn't a 
real person. We rounded another corner and ran smack dab into a 
gaggle of grunts with a single red armored elite blocking our path. 
They'd been expecting us and opened fire instantly. One of the 
marines took the brunt of it. He'd wondered a little too close to the 
front of the pack, trying to keep in step with John, and a hail of 
pink needles bombarded him. John tried to pull him back, but they 
exploded with incredible force. I'd never make fun of the Covenant's 
color choices again. 

The marine moaned in pain from where he lay. My shield had saved his 
life, but it hadn't completely protected him. I summoned him back and 
around the corner before casting a numbing spell over most of his 
torso, his eyes widened at the icy sensation. "Stay down. I'll see 
what I can do after we clean up the mess up there." He just nodded 
and readied his gun, before he leaned back against the corridor 
wall . 

The firefight was quick and to the point, and I was back at the 
marine's side before he had time to think to much about the gaping 
hole across his chest. "These shields don't make you invincible you 
know." I flicked my fingers and a bit of blue healing magic pooled in 



the wound. Slowly it began knitting itself back together. The marine 
watched wide eyed as the wound healed itself, leaving a tender and 
pink patch of new skin. 

"Howa€ 1 ?" 

I just smiled at him from behind my helmet and hoisted him to his 
feet. Another wave and his uniform was restored and the shield was 
put back in place. I've got to stop using magic so much. More of 
those walking energy shields are bound to pick up on it sooner or 
later. I shrugged, magic was a part of who I was, I'd deal with the 
problems as they arose. 

The Covenant must have never invented elevators, how many times we 
spiraled up, level after level, and rounded the outskirts of the same 
hanger I didn't know, but it had to at least be four or five. Finally 
we came into a room that was blessedly different. Seemed to be some 
kind of bridge or control room. I didn't pay much attention to what 
John was doing, I mostly mopped up the elites scattered about while 
he and Cortana found some information they needed. An orange marker 
popped up on my display with the designation 'Keyes' hovering next to 
it. I guess they found what they were looking for. I wondered how 
Cortana had managed that little trick without even knowing the 
internal structure of my suit and tried not to dwell on it. Kinda 
scary what she could do sometimes. 

This time instead of going back out into the hanger, we took a 
different turn and ended up in another identical series of corridors, 
joy. "Seriously, how do the troops not get lost in here?" John didn't 
comment, merely answering me with a shrug, and took point, heading 
toward the waypoint. 

"_I'm picking up all kind of interesting things of the Covenant 
battle net. Seems they think this place as some kind of holy 
artifact . 

"What, the ring? As in the entire thing?" Who the hell were these 
Forerunners, if they could build planets anyway? That's nuts. 

"_Yes, they seem to think it triggers something called the 'Great 
Journey . '_ 

"Sounds like a suicide cult to me. They were all the rage in the 
seventies . " 

The little blue woman living in John's head didn't have a comment for 
that one. I was surprise and sort of pleased with myself. 

The jolly green giant called out "Not much longer now." Good, I was 
getting tired of this place. A sudden rush of nostalgia washed over 
me as I hefted my rifle and fell back to cover the rear. I just 
wanted to go home, kill a few death eaters. Things were simpler 
before all this alien shite. I shook my head and fell in behind 
everyone else. I could wallow in self pity later, now I had a job to 
do . 

The covenant only put up a token effort for the rest of the way. 
Between those that we'd managed to kill on the ground, and the strong 
opposition we found so far, they were probably nearly out of troops. 
We rounded one more identical corner and came into a group of holding 



cells, and there he was, ole' salt and pepper himself. Captain 
Keyes . 


I strolled up to him, grinning like the cocky arsehole that I am, and 
gave him a little wave. " ' lo captain, how's the accommodat ions ? Staff 
treating you alright?" For just a moment he looked like he might kill 
me with a stare, before he cracked a smile. 

"Okay, I might have deserved that. Now, get me the hell out of here. 
We have things to do." He nodded to the chief. John had worked some 
controls and let them all loose. I had to wonder what our next move 
would be. 

Keyes started talking as John searched for the controls to let him 
lose. My guess was the large raised platform in the center of the 
room, but the big guy tended to be thorough. "I've overheard the 
covenant talking, apparently they call this ring 'Halo' and believe 
it to be a religious artifact, and a great weapon." I just nodded 
along as his door sprung open, no need to bust his bubble letting him 
know we already knew that. "They're searching for the control room, 
and have made inroads into discovering it. Apparently they're pretty 
close to finding some sort of map of the ring." Fuck bad guys are 
stupid, death eaters I could understand, most of them were the 
product of several generations of inbreeding, but I don't think the 
covenant have that excuse. 

"They let prisoners hear that?" 

He shrugged as John joined us. "No one ever claimed they were bright. 
But we've got to find this control room before they do. Cortana, do 
you have any ideas?" 

"_I ' ve been monitoring Covenant chatter, and think I know what 
they're referring to. Once we get out of here, I should be able to 
patch in and find where they're looking. If we're lucky we can beat 
them to the chase. 

Keyes picked up a needier off a dead grunt. "Let's steal us a ship 
and get out of here then." Well that settled that, I shook my head, 
just go with it Harry, you'll go even crazier if you try to think 
about how these people work to hard, best to keep the marbles you 
still have. Damn, now I'm talking to myself in third person, in my 
own head. Looks like I crossed the bridge of insanity some time ago 
without realizing it. 

We headed back out, back toward that damn hanger. The Covenant must 
have discovered something was amiss, maybe all the bodies lying 
around gave them a clue, because the deserted corridors were now 
chock full of ugly monsters. But with Keyes and the extra marines 
we'd managed to rescue along side him, there wasn't much they could 
do to stop us in the cramped conditions. If I'd learned one thing 
from scanning different people's minds, it was that humans 
consistently beat the covenant on ground operations. The space 
battles were where we got our arses kicked. 

Keyes led the charge with his pink death spikes and we came across a 
covenant drop ship quickly enough. "You know how to fly this thing?" 

I wondered how it worked? Being alien technology, the thing coulda 
had some sort of weird brain tentacle that hooked directly up into 
your nervous system. 



"I can fly anything." Well, at least he's confident. 


We boarded the ship, and I was disappointed to discover regular old 
controls, that's just boring and lazy. That being said, Keyes could 
indeed fly it, only smashing into the wall once on our way out. At 
least he took out a group of Hunters in the process. We were speeding 
back to the temporary base before I knew it. 

3. 

When we touched down I had hoped to be able to catch a few hours 
sleep before being sent back out. I couldn't remember how long it'd 
been since I'd had a chance to do so, but it didn't seem likely after 
we got there. 

"_I ' ve Isolated two important targets. A small island, that contains 
a map room of Halo. From there they hope to find the control room. 

Another one is located deep within a swamp. The covenant see m to 

have a sup p 1 y cache of weapons there. We could use all the 

firepower that we can get, and it isn't likely to be heavily 
guarded . 

I listened with half an ear as I watched Keys argue with Silva. Salt 
and Pepper wasn't that bad when he wasn't breathing down my neck, but 
the hell jumper was really starting to grate on my nerves. 

"We have two high priority targets, and two Spartans at our disposal. 
What will we gain from sending them both to a single target?" Keys 
looked angry. He was the commanding officer of the Pillar of Autumn, 
but Silva didn't seem to care about that. He got a taste of running 
this little ramshackle base, and seemed to loathe giving up 
leadership . 

"Because, they're Spartans, good at killing things and following 
orders. Little else. And I don't want one with me when I go after the 
weapons." Keyes glared at the man. 

"You'd go in with a contingent of hell jumpers, without a Spartan at 
your back, given the choice?" 

Silva just grinned at him. "That's right. The green one has Cortana, 
so she'll have to go to the map room. I don't like that other one. No 
discipline." I shook my head. I didn't have any discipline? Is this 
guy listening to himself? 

"Keyesa€ 1 sir ? " 

The captain seemed taken aback at my use of decorum. 

"Yes Spartan 13-7?" 

"Permission the flay the hell jumper sir." 

He snorted at my cheek and shook his head. "Denied Spartan, he might 
be a sanctimonious ass, but he's useful." 

I loved watching the pretty purple color Silva's face turned. John 
just stood nearby, gun in hand and seemed to be shaking his 
head . 



"Sir, with all due respect, a decision needs to be made." 


Keyes nodded at that and grinned at Silva. "And I've made my 
decision. The Map room that the covenant want is likely to be highly 
guarded, with entire platoons of Covenant running around trying to 
find the damn thing. The weapons cache isn't likely to be at all. A 
few grunts guarding it and that will be all. They have no clue that 
we know about it, but they'll be guarding that map room with 
reverence. If its alright with you 13-7, I'll send you with John to 
find this Map room, you're both much more likely to come into contact 
with the enemy than I am." 

I just shrugged. "If I get to kill stuff its cool with me." He 
nodded, ignoring my psychopathic tendencies and turned back to 
Silva . 

"I'll be going after the weapons cache, I need to stretch my legs 
after my imprisonment anyway. I'm taking fire team Charlie and Avery 
Johnson with me." I could see a vein in Silva's head ready to burst. 
"You will stay here with the rest and await orders. Keep them alive 
soldier, that's your job." 

"Yes, sir." The words looked like they made the younger man 
physically ill. 

Keyes patted him on the arm. "Good boy." 

Without further comment, Keyes turned away from the angry ODST, and 
started walking, motioning for John and myself to follow along with 
him . 

"I need you two to get to that map room, find a way in, and find the 
control center to this ring. Who knows what its really capable of. 
I'll go after the weapons cache . " 

"Yes sir, are you sure you don't want one of us as back up?" Nice of 
John to volunteer me like that. 

The older man seemed to mull it over for a moment before shaking his 
head. "No, 13-7 's tactics area€ 1 unorthodox, but effective." He 
quirked an eyebrow at me. "He seems to have access to some 
interesting technology that isn't standard issue." Keyes narrowed his 
eyes at me for a moment before turning to the Chief. "John, could you 
give me a moment alone with him?" John didn't ask questions, merely 
nodded and headed off to a nearby pelican. 

"Remove your helmet son, I need to see something for myself." I 
tensed, not sure where this was going. I kept thinking about that 
alien woman that had found her way into my mind. What was he playing 
at? I felt compelled to comply for some reason. 

I did as he asked, and removed my helmet with a snap his. The alien 
air was startling cold on my skin. His eyes widened momentarily at 
the sight of me. I supposed I look a lot younger than he expected. He 
looked me in the eyes, and god dammit, they flickered up to my 
forehead. I took a step back at that, a scowl forming on my face. 
"Something you need to tell me Keyes?" 

He narrowed his eyes at me, refusing to comment for some time. When 



he did speak he was quiet. "They're all gone, locked themselves 
inside of a space time bubble of some kind, where they could be found 
or disturbed." It took me a moment to figure out that he was talking 
about magicals. 

"Then how do you know? How the fuck could you possibly know?" My 
hands are shaking, adrenaline was pumping through me a million miles 
a second. What the hell was wrong with me? I just need to wipe his 
memory and this will be over and done with. I started to do just that 
when he spoke again. 

"It always skipped a few generations in my family. When my great 
great grandmother married into the Keyes family, the Granger line 
ended." I felt my heart constrict and try to climb its way out of my 
throat. I looked at this man, thinking it some cruel joke. 

"How? How do you know all this?" 

"We've always had longer life spans haven't we? I was told when I 
turned eleven, out of tradition. Of course by then there weren't any 
left, a few squibs that birthed a few untrained ones. They usually 
had long lives and vitality, and strange things happened around them, 
but with no training, their lives were remarkably ordinary. I don't 
seem to have a drop of it myself, but I'm pretty spry for my age." 

I nodded, recognizing sleeping magic for what it was. My friend, my 
best friend lived her life and even had a family. It brought a smile 
to my face, even as tears fell. "I'm glad she found some kind of 
happiness. We weren't even sure she'd be able to have children, after 
what she went through for that war." 

Keyes nodded. "I don't know much of the details, that was long before 
even my grandmother's time. I know stories mostly. But one that was 
always striking, was the young man with viridian eyes and a lightning 
scar, a warrior, that disappeared in a flash of blinding white 
light . " 

I shifted from one foot to the other, uncomfortable with the 
attention. "Why does it not surprise me, that my name is still known, 
at least to a few? I suppose the monster died then?" 

Keyes shrugged before turning away. "That I don't know, but the 
terror ended, and the quarantine around great Britain dropped shortly 
after. I had my suspicions, from those old stories, after I found out 
what you did to protect these men. Don't worry, your secrets are safe 
with me, Harry Potter." 

I watched him walk away, feeling a sudden surge of protectiveness 
over the man, the descendent of my best friend. I replaced my helmet 
and called out to him one last time. "Are you sure you don't want me 
coming with you? John's a big boy, can take care of himself." Keyes 
looked back over his shoulder at me and smiled. 

"Your mission is more important, and I'll be fine. Take care of him 
will ya? This war is far from over." With those last words, he turned 
and walked away, probably to get ready himself. 

I turned and headed over to the jolly green giant. He tilted his head 
at me, a movement I associated with him being curious about 
something. I waved him off. "Keyes was just trying to wrangle more 



information out of me. I just told him I couldn't, even if I wanted 

to. " 

John nodded as our pelican lifted off, heading for the map room. "Are 
you ready?" 

I Sighed and nodded. "As ready as I'll ever be." 

To Be Continueda€l 

Well, there's the next chapter, hope you lot enjoyed it, leave me a 
review if you did, or hell, even if you don't feel free to chew my 
ass, just be construct ive . Please keep in mind, that Harry's presence 
will influence the outcome of the story in big and small ways, so 
don't expect things to go exactly like they did in the game. In fact, 
this pretty much marked the end point of canon similarities. We'll be 
going in to major divergents next. 

And yeah, I made Keyes a squib. Cause I wanted to. Harry needed 
somebody to fall back on, even super soldiers can be crushed by 
secrets eventually. That and I love ole salt and pepper, he never got 
enough screen time in game in my opinion. 

Til next time, 

-Harkon 


7 . Enemy Minds 
Chapter 7 : Enemy Minds 

As we lifted off in the pelican I got a last glance of Keyes, I 
hesitated for only a moment before letting a tendril of my magic seep 
out and wrap around the graying captain. A layer of shields and a 
tracking charm, I nodded my head, it would have to do. Some small 
part of my best friend lived on in that man, I wasn't going to let 
him die if I could help it. 

My mind was fuzzy for most of the ride, I listened with half an ear 
at the marines trading jokes and barbs, John was quiet and stoic, his 
default setting. I was fighting against such a bad case of home 
sickness I didn't know if I ' d be able to fight when we landed. My 
friends, the only family I ever had, dead. Not from a death eater, or 
a maniacal dark lord, but from simple time, that thing that kills us 
all in the end. My hands were shaking, I absently set my armor to 
correct it, it was incredible what 'Mione had been able to do with 
war as a motivator. Soldier suffering a panic attack? No worries, 
we'll just make sure the armor can compensate for it. I shook my head 
as a sad smile crossed my lips. I raised my head and stared at the 
ceiling of the pelican, seeing through it in my mind's eye. Would 
just five minutes, enough time to say goodbye, be too much to ask? 

A sigh escaped my lips and I sat up straighten. I had a job to do. It 
was my luck that I ended up light years away from the only home I'd 
ever known, but I was Harry Eucking Potter, and I had aliens to kill 
and humanity to save. Couldn't let a broken heart stop me. My eyes 
narrowed as we landed on a beach, I paid just enough attention to 
hear what Cortana had to say about finding the cartographer. Magic 
flooded my veins as I took off at a dead sprint. I leapt into the 



air, and landed in a group of grunts. The shock wave I sent out 
killed three of them and stunned the rest, quick pops to the head 
neutralized the extras. An elite took a swipe at me with an energy 
sword, I deftly ducked and kicked his legs out from under him before 
jamming the barrel of my gun in his mouth and blowing out the back of 
his head. A snarl left my lips and I turned to face more, setting a 
group of them on fire. Battle raged around me, I was entrenched on 
the enemy's side, but I didn't care, these bastards were ants 
compared to my power. I tore through them like a scythe in hay as the 
marines and John mopped up what I missed. When it was over I was 
breathing hard and covered in slick purple blood, but I felt 
better . 

John spent a few moments observing me as we waited for a warthog to 
be dropped off. 

"What?" I sounded angry and tried hard to bury it deep in the back of 
my mind, even super soldiers can be killed by stupidity. Staying 
angry would only lead to mistakes. 

He shrugged, green bean actually shrugged. "You just seema€ 1 out of 
sorts . " 

"_That ' s putting it mildly, your biometrics are off the charts. 

Perhaps you should be evacuated o f f the batt lef ielda€ 1 Harry." _I 

didn't know robots could care so much, of course, this one was 
special . 

I sighed, wishing I could rub my eyes behind my helmet, and chuckled. 
"Its so funny hearing your voice coming out of the burly super suit 
Cortana, you should speak through his speakers more often." 

John just shook his head before climbing behind the wheel. I took the 
gunner seat, mostly so they couldn't look at me anymore. I had to get 
control of myself before someone ended up hurt. 

"So where are we going exactly?" 

"_There ' s a forerunner structure on the far side of the beach, an 
entrance of some kind into the island itself. It should lead us to 
the map room. We need to hurry before the covenant figure out how to 
work it . " _ 

I nodded, knowing she could see it even if John couldn't. Covenant 
were scattered everywhere. I didn't understand their tactics, why 
leave your soldiers scattered about? In little pockets no less? I 
briefly considered that maybe they were broken up into tiers, each 
one of them designed to slow us down a bit at a time, giving them the 
chance to hack into the rings systems. That was the best explanation 
I could think of. 

We never had to get out of the hog, with the massive chain gun on the 
back, I was able to blast through most of them with little effort, 
John ran over the rest. I felt sorry for whoever had to clean the 
alien guts out of the grill. We found a big open building sitting up 
on a hill, aliens swarmed the place, I could see several hunters from 
here. John leapt out of the Hog and I followed suit, we each picked a 
side and climbed up to the top, coming in from both sides. Blood lust 
thrummed in my head and I conjure a sword in my hand, covering it in 
fire. I leapt at them, twisting unnaturally to avoid constant plasma 



fire. Magic was a wonderful thing. I ducked and dodge around, taking 
care of the Elites, Grunts, and Jackels while John worked on the pair 
of hunters. He managed to drop them, and take out two Grunts, just as 
I finished off an Elite. Cortana urged the two of us inside, hellbent 
on getting down there before the covenant could reach the map 
room . 

More Elites were at the bottom, including one of them doing a 
passable impression of the pope with its ridiculous head gear. 
"_Quick! Don't let them shut the door!" _I darted forward, confident 
that John could distract the ones on this side of the opening and 
made for the door. It began closing quickly as I leapt forward, arm 
outstretched. One armored hand just slipped under the door. I grunted 
and tried lifting my arm. The pressure of the door was intense, and I 
had to get up on my knees and get my other arm under it. The Elite on 
the far side roared in frustration at me and took off down the 
hallway, deeper inside, throwing a plasma grenade at my feet as he 
did so. I overloaded my shields and waited out the blast. 

One of the elites behind me pinged me with a plasma blast while my 
shields were down before John dropped it. I grunted at the pain of 
the burn but didn't let go of the door. I pulled as hard as I could 
upward and was able to get both hands under it. I strained, lifting 
against the alien technology and forced it up two feet. John came 
over to my side and between the two of us we forced the door upward 
and yanked on it hard, breaking it open. 

He looked at me as we walked across the threshold as he cut on his 
flashlight. "You're being reckless." 

"I'm fine." the eyes of my helmet glowed a brighter green as I 
activated the low light setting. "We're in a hurry, your girlfriend 
insisted we get through as fast as we could. I figured you could 
handle a few Elites." I stretched from side to side, feeling my suit 
cool and numb the burn, giving my natural magic a chance to start 
healing it. 

"_John is right Harry, I'm putting in an order for you to be 
evaluated as soon as we're done here."_ 

I couldn't help it, I laughed. "You don't need to do that to the poor 
psychologist, no reason to give 'em those kinds of nightmares 
sweetheart . " 

I kept one eye out for enemies, and one ear on the radio. I don't 
know why, but I'd developed a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach, 
something bad was happening else where, and I didn't know what it 
was. I was distracted and aggravated, not my normal self, even when I 
had enemy fire flying past my head. Something was wrong with me. A 
tightness in my chest, a constricting pain behind the ever present 
scar on my forehead. Tom was dead, and I hadn't heard the strange 
whisperings of the forerunner woman. This was something else. All the 
same, destroying the enemies that lay beneath wasn't difficult, it 
almost felt like running through the motions, ever since I'd come 
forward in time I'd been running on autopilot, and it suddenly 
occurred to me that I hadn't even slept in days. Or eaten. 

Was that it? Have I been running on pure magic this entire time? That 
would explain a few things, it can sustain me for weeks if need be, 
it has before, but it is always accompanied by a gradual fuzzines. 



lost details and rambling thoughts. 


In fact, I'd barely noticed the floating map of the ring, and the 
fact that John had plugged Cortana into seemingly alien technology. 
How did her chip fit in it anyway? I shook my head something else was 
going on, interfering with my thoughts, it felt odd, almost like aa€ 1 
ward? 

That's exactly what it felt like! It was subtle, starting gradually, 
but if I thought about it, it had gotten worse the longer I stayed on 
this ring. Was this something else of the forerunners machinations? 
The cause of my recklessness? I tried thinking back over the last day 
or two, everything was fragmented, in short little clips. Like I was 
just getting the bare minimum of input, and nothing more. John and 
Cortana were trying to get my attention but I held up a hand, asking 
for just a moment of quiet. I raised my occlumency shields, gods, I 
hadn't realized that they were down. 

The world sharpened and cleared instantly. I felt hunger claw at my 
stomach, and my mouth dry instantly as my body registered exactly how 
long it had been since I'd had a drink or a bite to eat. The manic 
energy I had calmed and stabilized a bit. 

Something else had happened, the health monitoring charm I'd placed 
in Keyes was red lining. I hadn't even noticed. My head snapped up to 
John and the giant floating body of Cortana. "I'm sorry, I know what 
was wrong with me, the issue has been correct . Keys is in trouble, I 
will meet with you later, when I'm able, but I need to get to him. 
Now. " 

Without another thought, without letting them ask me a single 
question, I vanished with a crack of displaced air, focusing on 
possibly the last family member of my best 
friend . 

2 . 

(** Intermission : Note, from this point forward, canon means precisely 
Jack shit. I will be warping, changing, and blatantly ignoring most 
of it. Hope that doesn't annoy you guys. On with the Show.**) 

I landed in a shit storm. Marines were screaming and running around 
like chickens with their heads cut off. My shields had to deflect a 
panicked blast from a shotgun as I materialized out of thin air. 
Everywhere I looked these grotesque creatures, almost like bulbous 
brains with spider legs and hairy feelers, were swarming everywhere. 
Some of them had grabbed marines and burrowed inside their skins, 
warping and changing them, turning them into hideous monstrosities 
that continued to howl in pain and terror as they tore into their 
former comrades. 

I could see Keyes, backed into a corner with another Marine that I 
thought was named Johnson. Somehow Johnson was consistently taking 
out several of them at once with a sniper rifle, killing a few with a 
single bullet. Keyes was down to two pistols, his own and one he'd 
pilfered from a dead marine. I sprung into action. As fast as I 
could, I froze those marines already infected and used a concussive 
blast to knock the rest of the little brain monsters away. To my 
surprise many of them burst like disgusting fleshy balloons. So they 
were fragile, relying on numbers. A few more concussive blasts with 



magic and the room was clear of them. I used my magic to slam down 
the doors to the room and placed a shield around most of the walls 
and ceiling, trying to block anymore from coming inside. I heard 
something large snarl in anger as it slammed against a door across 
the room. I don't know what it was but it sounded angry. 

One of the little bastards had latched onto Keyes, trying to burrow 
under his skin. I darted forward and grabbed it, crushing it in my 
hands. He grunted in pain and collapsed as I pulled a long stalk, 
covered in red feelers, out from under his skin. I numbed it with 
magic as quick as I could and sealed the wound, hoping the infection 
couldn't be spread on the microscopic scale. He lay there, breathing 
hard, barely unable to believe he was still alive. 

I scanned the room, my senses heightened by my occlumency. The few 
remaining marines were terrified, I sensed the feeling of resignation 
coming from Keyes. Johnson was just angry, and itching to kill more 
of them, I like him already. I patted Keyes on the shoulder. "Catch 
your breath, relax for a moment, they're not getting in within the 
next few minutes. We have a little time to prepare." He couldn't do 
much more than nod at me, whatever these bastards were, they'd 
drained his strength in seconds. 

I approached one of the frozen infected and examined it. The legs 
looked mostly unaltered, but the upper body had been bloated, 
stretched out and deformed with growths and tumors. One arm had been 
stretched and elongated into a set of tentacles that looked to be for 
attacking prey. They other was swollen and several fingers had fused 
together. The face, twisted into an expression of agony, had been 
roughly shoved aside and down, I could see some of those feelers 
peeking out of holes there. The walking tumor that had done this was 
firmly clamped onto the marine's chest, the feet buried inside acting 
as anchors. Best I could tell those feelers of there's could reach 
inside and control the body of the host. Even if I removed it, the 
marine would never survive. Hermione might have been able to do it, 
but her magic was always subtler than my own. 

I unfroze the marines head and dove into those milky eyes, seeing 
what I could see. The man's name was Steve Rogers, he'd had two 
children, killed by the covenant when his home world had been 
glassed. He was still in there, but being dominated by a strange 
collective consciousness, alien an horrific in scale and design. 

These bugs weren't stupid or mindless, but cunning, possessing the 
personality of the worst psychopath. And that collective was massive, 
stretching back over a hundred thousand years, so very old, waiting 
so very long in the dark, ready to eat, to grow, to conquer again. I 
tried delving deeper, to see the start, but it felt me then, and 
pushed back against me. 

Without a physical connection, there wasn't much it could do against 
me, its mind control was based in biology, not magic. I pushed again, 
reaching backward in time. These things had never died, it was 
ingenious design really, every little spore, every piece, contained 
the memories of the entire race, so that as long as one survived, 
they all survived, it survived. Most of this was cloudy, buried deep 
in the spore's thoughts, buried under a blanket of fear, hatred and 
hunger . 


Something kept repeating over and over, the mantle, the failed 
mantle, and desperately trying to reclaim it. The death of a race 



the birth of a monstrosity. It was confusing, but I kept getting a 
single line of thought I could interpret from this vast alien 
collect ive . 

The Forerunners caused this, the Forerunners fault. 

Kill the Forerunners, 

Assimilate . 

I pulled back at that, shaking my head as I reentered my own 
thoughts. I couldn't get much more out of it than that. Lovely, I'd 
had one of them in my head. Could they really create something this 
lovecraft ian? This terrible? I reached out and send a bolt of energy 
into the flood, killing it instantly, and ending the marine's pain 
along with it. I pitied these misguided monsters, to an extent 
anyway. They didn't chose this, they had been peaceful, once upon a 
time at any rate. I didn't bother digging into the brains of the 
others, they were all the same thing anyway. I only killed them, the 
little fingers that they were, to end the marine's suffering. 

The marines had all huddled together near Keyes, jumping at every 
pound and knock that could be heard around the room. The doors 
wouldn't hold forever, and even I couldn't kill all of it, it would 
just keep coming, completely overwhelming us with numbers. With a 
wave of my hand I encased a shield around each marine, Keyes and 
Johnson included. The older marine jumped at the sensation and 
scowled at me. 

"Son, what the hell did you just do?" 

"Oh, you know, just trying to save your life, nothing much. Now, how 
far underground are we? And which way do we go to get out of 
here? " 

They marines all started talking at once and pointing in different 
directions. I couldn't blame them, they were confused, faced with an 
enemy they couldn't comprehend, in a room that was identical from all 
sides . 

"Hold up, one at a time. Keyes, any information you'd like to 
share? " 

Old salt and pepper stood on shaking legs and grunted as he 
stretched, his neck popping. "We came in from that direction, the 
entrance to the facility was located deep in a swamp. Not sure how 
far down we are though. Can't you just teleport all of us out of 
here? " 

I shook my head and chuckled. "Side along apparating half a dozen 
people at once is just asking for trouble. I could make a portkey, 
but I'd have to have coordinates to enter, and that requires the 
mapping of a significant area to achieve. Besides, I locked onto you 
to get down here, I've no idea how far underground we are. I might 
pop up and we'd be buried under a thousand tons of rock and metal. 
We'll have to do this the old fashion way." I briefly considered 
apparating them individually, and just aim high enough so no matter 
what we'd be above ground, but then I'd run the risk of floating off 
into space, the ring wasn't that big after all. 



He simply nodded at my explanation, though I doubt he understood most 
of it and slowly began loading up a pistol. I held my hand out. "Let 
me see that . " 

He shrugged and handed it over to me, saving someone's life tended to 
build pretty strong trust in a short amount of time. I examined the 
gun closely, seeing what electronics it contained. Contrary to 
popular belief, magic could be used in tandem with technology, the 
suit I'm wearing is testament to that. But it was finicky at best. I 
could cast magic inside a ship with no problem, but to cast magic 
_on_ a ship would require weeks of calculations to do much of 
anything. Luckily guns were smaller, and far less complicated. I 
improved the accuracy, adding a slight homing feature to the barrel, 
and removed the magazine. A variant of the gemino charm later added 
an extra 500 rounds to it . I handed it back. "When you run out of 
bullets, pop out the magazine and slide it back in and you'll be 
good . " 

He nodded, probably too tired and worn to argue. Johnson scowled at 
me and stepped closer. "What are you?" 

I shrugged. "A freak of nature, a charlatan, a billionaire if the 
current price of gold is steady. I'm the monster under the bed, if 
you hurt what's mine." 

Johnson stared at me for a moment longer before letting out a belly 
laugh and lighting a cigar he'd been hiding somewhere. "I like you, 
whatever you are. Do the bullet trick for the rest of us will ya?" 

I nodded, "I'll do what I can. The more tech in the gun, the less 
effective it is, but it shouldn't be too hard." 

"You heard him marines! Hand em over, and be quick about it. We've 
got an alien parasite that needs killing, and only a marine's boot up 
its ass will do!" I shook my head, trying not to laugh at the man's 
antics, and moved forward to cast similar charms on the other's 
guns . 

"Same rules apply, pop out the clip and slide it back in and you'll 
be good to go." One of the marines eyed his gun for a moment. 

"The ammo counter is broken." 

I peered over his shoulder and laughed. "No, its accurate, I was 
afraid I'd screwed something up. Be pretty bad if I'd made all your 
guns useless." The ammo counter read 300 rounds. 

"But how? The digital reader doesn't even had a third spot for a 
number . " 

I shrugged. "Magic? Anyway, how the hell do we get out of here?" I 
really didn't want to rely on a point me spell, something that didn't 
tell you anything but direction. Keyes and Johnson pointed at the far 
door at the same time. Good enough for me. 

"There are half a dozen rooms, just like this one. Only thing I can 
figure is that it was designed like that to confuse invaders." I 
nodded, the Phoenix knight's base of operations was built in a 
similar fashion for that exact reason. 



"Three more rooms built almost identically, then we go through the 
door on the right, through a series of hallways. Then another set of 
nearly identical rooms. After the fourth one we take a left into a 
corridor that leads to an elevator. That elevator takes us to the 
surface . " 

I committed as much as that to memory as I could. They'd keep us 
heading in the right direction. I pointed to the far wall. "That 
would be the first door I take it?" Keyes and Johnson nodded at me. 
"Alright, I'm gonna blow off the doors and send a bit of fire 
sweeping into the next room. With any luck it'll burn most of them 
up. If not, well I hope you can shoot better than the average storm 
trooper . " 

I was met with blank stares and I shook my head. "Never mind, just 
pay attention and don't get separated. Now, follow me." 

I approached the door cautiously. There was no banging behind this 
one, but that meant little. I held an assault rifle in my right hand, 
pointed in front of me, and a ball of whipping fire in my other. I 
silenced the door before pulling it off its hinges. In the same 
moment I through my left arm forward and doused the next room in 
fire. It burned hot, and I heard snarling animal noises coming from 
within. As soon as the smoke cleared we charged inside, myself, 
Johnson and Keyes taking the lead. 

Everything close to the door had burned up, that still left nearly a 
dozen combat forms spread about the room. "Aim for the pustule! Its 
there weak spot." I lifted my AR and blasted a small group of three, 
before crushing a few of the infection forms with the swift pressure 
of magic. The marines were holding there own, having a larger clip, a 
shield and little recoil seemed to have boosted their confidence 
greatly . 

Johnson was laughing like a mad man, hefting a fifty pound sniper 
rifle in one hand and a pistol with the other. When he ran out of 
bullets for the sniper he simply grabbed it by the barrel instead of 
reloading and swung it around like a big club. It took under just two 
minutes to clear the room. I set shields at all the entrances and we 
blasted our way through the next door. 

We kept up the pace for nearly an hour with little incidents. I had 
to renew shields every so often, and had to pull an infection form 
off another marine but we hadn't lost a single person yet. We'd just 
cleared another room, everyone was dragging but Johnson, that man 
seemed to draw strength from near death experiences. The turn was up 
next, I nearly blasted off the wrong door out of habit but something 
else beat me to it. With a massive thump and the screech of metal the 
doors were knocked lose and sent flying halfway across the room. The 
beasts that poured through nearly made me sick inside my helmet. 

At first I couldn't tell what they were, perhaps some sort of giant 
gorilla, encased in slime and covered in withering tentacles. My 
second thought as I open fired on one of them was that the flood had 
managed to infect a hunter pair, despite the fact that they lack a 
central nervous system. The reality was far more disgusting. The 
flood were nothing if not effective. Several combat forms had molded 
together, held in place with flood biomass and additional infection 
forms. Johnson blew the arm off of one, and the thing promptly stood 
up on its own and charged right at us, shrieking at the top of its 



mutilated lungs. 


"Marines! Grenades on my count!" I pulled two loose myself while the 
others got as many ready as they could. "Three, two, one, throw 'em!" 
A salvo of a dozen grenades arched through the air. I used magic to 
push, guide, and bury about half into each one of the disgusting 
monstrosities. They never stopped trying to attack us, even as they 
exploded. The force was powerful enough to rattle the teeth in my 
head, but it was effective. They exploded in a pile of gore. One of 
the limbs attempted to rise and continue to fight us, but it lacked 
any legs of its own and quickly expired. I breathed a sigh of relief 
and turned to the remaining marines, the find most of them fighting 
off infection forms. The little bastards had snuck up behind us, 
waited for the explosion to go off, and then attacked. There were 
only four, but they'd all found marks. I managed to pull one off 
before it could get its feelers in too deep but the others were 
already lost, violent and charging. I applied pressure to the 
infection forms protruding from their chests and made them burst, 
ending the marines suffering. 

"God dammit." I slammed the door shut behind us and sealed it with 
magic. Including the injured marine, there were only six of us left 
now. I numbed the man's chest before he went into shock and closed up 
the gaping hole as best as I could. 

"We're never gonna make it like this! We're gonna die down here man!" 
One of the marines was having a full on panic attack, I watched with 
detached amusement as Johnson grabbed him by the shoulders and 
slapped him in the face. 

"Get a grip marine! I eat tougher shit for breakfast than these ugly 
bastards. We will make it out, you will make it out, keep your head 
on soldier.!" The guy looked like he was about to piss his pants, but 
he nodded and grew quiet . 

I turned to Keyes. "How much longer do you think it'll take to reach 
that elevator?" 

His brow furrowed for a moment, in a way that distinctly reminded me 
of one of his bushy haired ancestors. "At the pace we're going? I'd 
say another forty five minutes to an hour. Longer if we run into more 
of those cobbled together monsters." 

I nodded, and considered again trying to apparate them straight up to 
the surface. I shook my head, couldn't risk it. "Alright then, we 
need to keep moving." I helped the injured marine to his feet. He was 
shaking but seemed able to run. I moved to open the correct door when 
a current of bizarre magic flared in front. 

I turned quickly and stiffened. Four of those glowing magic creatures 
stood on the other side of the room, hissing and spitting sparks at 
us. Two of them were opening the doors, letting the flood inside. 
Within seconds the entire far side of the room was filled with flood, 
those sparking bastards at the lead. They began approaching us 
slowly, taunting us. I had to make a decision, and fast. I took in 
every possibility, and only came out with one that might see the 
others survive. I wasn't going to let Keyes die, that much I knew for 
certain . 


As the others stood in shock, not even firing at the wall of enemies 



I acted. "Suit, eject." In a flash of light I stood outside my combat 
armor for the first time in weeks. I grabbed Keyes and forced him to 
stand in front of my suit. 

"Activate program: Escort Mission." With a yell, Keyes was sucked 
inside. The others were watching in disbelief and fascination. I had 
nothing but a magically resistant, thin under suit made of dragon 
leather for protection. I threw up a shield right in front of our 
attackers, planning on keeping them at bay for a few moments 
more . 

"Suit: Primary mission, protect Captain Keyes, Secondary objective: 
Protect marine party as they make their way toward the exit of this 
facility. Are the instruction understood?" 

The suit merely nodded at me . I always thought that was creepy. I 
pulled the hood up on my suit, and a plated mouth guard slid up, 
revealing nothing but my eyes. That and my finger tips are all that's 
visible on me now. I forced the door behind them open with a blast of 
magic. I turned to Johnson, not much taller than him now. 

"Get them out of here, I will follow when I'm able." 

He hesitated. "Son, I don't like running from a fight. Let me stay 
and help you. You're gonna need it." 

"Nah, then it wouldn't be fair on them. One super soldier is enough." 
His eyes narrowed but I merely winked at him. "Now, get salt and 
pepper and the boys out of here, uncle Harry has some clean up to 
take care of." I ushered them out of the room and slammed the door 
shut behind me again. I turned to face the small army in front of me, 
and let a smile touch my hidden face, as magic and power flooded my 
veins . 

The Shield dropped. 

And I began. 

TO BE CONTINUED 

Wow, wanted to say so sorry for the long period between updates, but 
I wanted to make this a good one, and I got pretty sick here 
recently, flu and bronchitis at the same time, I didn't even think 
that could happen, oh well. I'm still on the mend, but feeling 
coherent enough to write. 

Hope you enjoy, read and review. Expect an update for Euture of Ruin 
within about a week. 

-Harkon 


8 . Eorerunners make Everything Worse 
Hello all. 

Captain crazy-update-schedule man here with another installation of A 
Different War. 


If anybody cares, I just finished up with A Euture of Ruin, so this 



will be the only story I work on for a while, excluding original 
stuff . 

On with the Show. 

Chapter 8 : Forerunners make everything worse 

I was dancing. That's really the only way to describe it. I've fought 
armies before, calculated, daring and organized armies, but I always 
had allies at my side. This, this was utter chaos, and I'd never felt 
so alive before. I jumped, soaring over the heads of a group of 
combat forms, blasting them to pieces as I went, just to land in a 
roll and leap sideways in a hand spring, avoiding a swarm of 
infection forms and a bolt of lightning from one of the remaining 
Mage-crushers . 

Yeah, I named them Mage-crushers, you can all kiss my pale skinny 
ass . 

Fighting wizards, or hell the Covenant, is entirely different from 
fighting the flood. They had no sense of self preservation, they were 
one. From the smallest to the largest, one entity, even if hunger, 
rage, and a lack of a central command center kept them separated for 
the moment, they didn't care as they continually threw themselves at 
me . 

The fuckers made out of magical energy, now they were a different 
story. They were programmed for one job, killing any human wizards 
within the vicinity of the ring. They didn't care that the flood was 
loose, couldn't even register them as threats. They just wanted me. I 
was flattered, after a fashion. I felt that oppressive ward slam down 
on my occlumency shields again and I ruthlessly pushed it away. I 
would not be manipulated by a hundred thousand year old toaster, even 
if it was large enough to support life and was spinning in outer 
space . 

The Higher I raised my shields, the colder I became, the more 
calculated my movements were, and the deadlier I was. When I'm behind 
the armor created by the brightest witch of her generation, I'm like 
a tank. Those suits were designed out of necessity, designed to stop 
massive amounts of damage, and protect against multiple environmental 
hazards. When I take that armor off, I'm a fighter jet. My 
maneuverability increases ten fold, what I lose in speed from the 
mechanisms I can make up for in magic. My flexibility is no longer 
hindered, nor is my dexterity. Instead of charging through enemies, I 
leap around them. 

I'd been doing this for forty five minutes when I made my first 
mistake. I'd been treating the Mage-crushers like robots, unable to 
think or learn. I found out I was wrong. I wasn't being random 
enough, I developed a pattern that took me from one corner of the 
room the next before repeating with me diving through the middle, a 
run and gun approach. I allowed myself to be pushed into the corner, 
wanting to go there, when a bolt of color intercepted me before I 
could keep moving. I managed to spin in mid air at the last second 
and took it in the shoulder instead of the gut like it wanted. I 
landed in a crouch and threw up a bunker shield around myself. The 
dome held back magic and physical substances, meaning I was quickly 
entombed in a mass of flood. But the shield would hold them while I 
looked at myself and got my bearings. They'd stop everything short of 



an unforgivable, and I doubt these space assholes knew that 
particular spell. I wasn't bleeding, what ever had hit me was hot 
enough to cauterize the wound, in fact it was still smoking. I pulled 
on it with magic, ignoring the thumps, roars and growls as the flood 
attempted to get inside, and removed a small, pointed cylinder, made 
of what looked like silver, and was still smoking. The end of it was 
flashing red. I had a very bad feeling about that red flashing. I 
dropped it to the ground and apparated to the far side of the room, 
dropping the bunker shield at the same time. I watched as the flood, 
and the Mage-crushers, fell over top of themselves, trying to get at 
me . 

The MCs realized within a second or so that I had changed places, but 
it was too late. Whatever they'd shot me with detonated in a ball of 
blue fire, reminiscent of a flash of fiendfyre. I watched, wanting to 
laugh but unable to with my mental shields so high, as I watched them 
all being disintegrated. 

"Well, that was easy, guess I can play catch up now..." I turned to 
see more flood charging in from different openings of the room. 
"Dammit." I hauled ass for the exit, blasting the door open and then 
slamming it shut behind me again before they could reach me. I was 
able to repeat this with several more rooms before more MCs blocked 
my exit. These assholes were really starting to get on my nerves. 

They hissed and spat at me, flaring electric blue with pure magical 
energy, their faces contorting in the currents of power that made 
them what they were. 

Two of them shifted slightly, falling to all fours and charging me 
like massive lightning dogs. I snarled and bared my teeth, conjuring 
great waves of boiling water and sending them outward with both 
hands. The energy they seemed to prefer was elemental in nature, 
taking the form of lightning, one of the most destructive forms of 
power found in nature. I wanted to see what would happen if I doused 
them with water. The results were a bit unexpected. They stopped 
charging and began jerking and twitching, like they were unable to 
regulate they're own power. I'd found a way to short circuit them. I 
stopped the flow of water and they began moving again instantly. 
They're 'bodies' were so hot they burned up the water almost 
instantly. I froze the water on the floor and watched them slide as I 
conjured a massive block of metal. As soon as they were under it I 
slammed it down, crushing them flat. I doused the other three with 
more water and pulled on them in different directions while they were 
incapacitated . I watched as the energy that held them together was 
pulled apart in opposite directions and dissipated in the air, 
leaving three metal rods to clatter to the floor. I levitated them 
before crushing them flat into something that looked vaguely like a 
sickle . 

I took a deep breath, the weariness of constantly fighting and 
running, using magic like a damned work horse was taking its toll. 
"Don't forget you haven't had anything to eat in a few days either." 

I smacked my lips, wanting a few fingers of firewhiskey more badly 
than I ever have in my entire life and shook myself. I had to focus. 

I brought my mental shields up as high as I could, feeling as well, 
all my feelings drained away, my mind became robotic, capable of 
inhumanly quick decision making with nothing but cold logic. I went 
full sociopath. The aches and pains faded away, hunger stopped as 
well as thirst. Hermione used to hate it when I did this, and I 
didn't do it very often, it became too easy to deal with everything. 



but sometimes it was necessary. 


1 took a deep breath, ignoring the constant pounding from the flood 
just a room behind me, and focused in on Keyes. According to the 
tracking charm I'd planted on him, along with the one's built into my 
suit. I could tell they were still underground, but not as deep as I 
was. They weren't running anymore, which concerned me. I focused in 
closer, and felt a marine's life force fade away. My eyes snapped 
open. They needed my help. I stood and vanished in a pop of displaced 
air . 

2 . 

I reappeared into a swarm of chaos. Everyone was stuck in a small 
circular room, it took me a moment to realize it was an elevator, but 
it wasn't moving anymore. Keyes and the other marines were in the 
center, fighting off a constant barrage of flood. Where had all the 
combat forms come from. I shook my head and waded in. I didn't bother 
joining in on the center. I crashed into the flood like a hurricane. 

I pelted them with spikes of ice, burned them in flashes of fire. I 
pumped as much magic as I could stand into my body, making my muscles 
bulge uncomfortably so I could literally tear them limb from limb if 
they got close enough. I dodged the occasional bullet as well, with 
my mental shields so high you couldn't see the 'top' of them. The 
world was slower, my mind capable of computations that would drive a 
normal human to insanity. The rituals used on phoenix knights had 
been agonizing and terrible, but the end results were effective. 

I felt a tentacle slip passed my defenses and bury itself in my side, 
just below my kidneys, I could feel it worming its way inside me, 
even though I couldn't feel the pain. I continued fighting, sending 
out a blast of concussive force, disintegrating the closest flood 
while knocking the rest backwards. I grabbed the offending infection 
form and pulled on it, dragging the tentacle free from my body. I 
held the offending pustule up at eye level and crushed it in my 
hands . 

I focused my magic and pushed downward, forcing the elevator toward 
the surface again, faster than it would normally go as well. I turned 
and began blasting the flood once more, trying to keep the magic I 
used to minimal levels, knowing I was exhausting my core at this 
point. Suddenly it was over. There was nothing left to kill. 

I was breathing hard, three of the marines had perished, but most had 
made it out alive, Johnson and Keyes included. I took a knee, 
practically falling over as I tried to catch my breath. No one said a 
word as the elevator slid to a stop at the top. 

I felt someone pull me up to me feet, and I only then realized that 
I'd closed my eyes. I opened them to see Johnson smiling at me like a 
crazed man. "Son, I don't know who you are, but you're the craziest 
bastard I've ever met. I'm buying you a drink when this is all 
over . " 

I dropped my shield just low enough to let a chuckle through. "I'll 
hold you to that. Lets get the hell out of here." I raised my shields 
back up, feeling most of the exhaustion wash itself away again, and 
walked over to Keyes. 

"Suit, mission complete, eject subject." In a flash of light, Keyes 



was sent forward about five feet. He stumbled on landing and nearly 
fell. The man was breathing hard, and his short cropped hair was 
disheveled. He glared at me. 

"You could have warned me." I shrugged, not concerned in the 
slightest for his discomfort. 

"You survived, that's the important thing." I walked forward and 
around my suit before placing my hand on the back. It glowed again 
and sucked me inside. I felt better instantly, some of the residual 
magic in the suit fed back into me, recharging my batteries so to 
speak. I lowered my mental shields some, and let some of the runes 
built into the suit take the brunt of the drain. I needed time to 
rest soon, or at least get something to eat. 

I cut on the communicat ion system I'd copied from John's armor and 
winced at the blaring messages from within. Cortana was not happy 
with me. After I'd apparated to Keyes location, I'd cut it off to 
prevent distractions. I was paying for it now. I decided to play the 
most recent one, which was forty five minutes old. 

"_Where are you? ! John is in need of assistance immediately, this 
ring is not what we think !"_ 

That was the last thing she'd sent me. I opened a communicat ion 
channel and pinged her. 

"_Cortana I'm here. I was saving Keyes life. John is a big boy, what 
is the problem?"_ 

It took several moments for her to respond. I never knew an AI could 
sound so irrate. 

"_Where have you been? ! A flying lightbulb is trying to get John to 
activate this thing, and it'll spell then end of all 
humanity ! 

"_Slow down, tell me what happened from the beginning. 

"_Shortly after you left, John was attacked, chased deeper 
underground by some sort of fungal parasite, like a germ but 
monstrous in size, I wasn't in his head at the time, so I tried to 
follow along as best I could from the outside. Out of no where, he's 
jerked through some sort of teleportation system set up in the ring. 

A forerunner AI, calling himself guilty spark has kidnapped John to 
activate the ring, he's being chased through a series of underground 
fail safes right now, some place called the library. I have no way of 
contacting him, somehow I'm being blocked. I can get ahold of you, 
but not him. I don't know if its because of the way the ring is 
designed, making communicat ion more difficult underground, or if 
guilty spark is doing something specifically to block me from 
contacting John."_ 

If she had lungs she'd be out of breath by now, electronic 
synthesizers had their advantages. "_Okay Cortana, how can I get to 
him? 

"_I ' ve been able to access the systems used to teleport John, but I 
can't retrieve him. I can send you though. You have to convince him 
to abandon this venture, it's not a viable method to stop this 



outbreak, whatever they are . 

"_I can do that, send me where you need me to go . 

She was quiet after that, I braced myself and waited. In an instant 
it felt like my entire body was tingling, similar to how your foot 
feels after it started waking up from being numb, but all over. I 
didn't have time to shout, in a blink I was gone, being roughly 
shoved back together in the bowels of some dark place. I stood up 
from my knees and tried to get ahold of Cortana. I couldn't reach 
her. I looked for John, and didn't see him immediately, but after 
just a moment I could here him. The sound of gun fire, followed with 
the explosion of a grenade, just ahead of me. 

Here he comes. A blue floating light bulb encased in chrome comes 
hovering around the corner, humming some tune or other to himself, 
moments later I see John, sprinting full tilt, right behind it. His 
shields are crackling and covered in gore. He slides to a stop 
underneath the monitor. 

"How much farther?" 

The little floating lightbulb stops humming. "Not long now, we're 
nearly half way there reclaimer. Please keep the flood busy while I 
find a way to open the next door." 

I see John subtly shake his head in exasperation before turning and 
pulling a shotgun off his back, cocking it and bracing himself. A 
torrential shit storm opens up. I know from experience that the flood 
are filled with hatred, but for what ever reason, they seemed to 
despise my green clad comrade more than usual. I sprint up to him and 
slid to a stop, pulling my own assault rifle off my back. He nearly 
shoots me out of reflex but comes up short. 

"I was wondering when you'd show up." 

"And let you have all the fun? Never. Listen, I've talked to Cortana, 
we can't trust this guy, the lightbulb. The halo ring isn't what we 
thought it was." I was cut short at the sound of gun fire. 

The two of us made a wall of bullets, I took out the ones in the 
back, he blasted away those that managed to sneak through. The wave 
consisted of around thirty flood, with numerous infection forms. The 
entire fight lasted less than a minute. 

"Halo is a weapon, designed to stop the flood." He spoke as he 
reloaded, his barrel smoking. 

"I know that." I slid another magazine up into the AR. "But it 
starves the flood of host material. Any guess how it does that?" 

The Master Chief stopped what he was doing. "It kills everything 
else?" 

I nodded, "Yes, everything within a hundred thousand light years. The 
Earth falls into that category." The door slides open slowly behind 
us and we both dart inside. John doesn't even pause a step, he opens 
fire on guilty spark. A blue shield shimmers around the little being 
and it pauses in mid air before turning to look at us, the blue glow 
from inside turns red. "Who is your friend reclaimer?" 



"Someone that told me the truth about what we're doing here, unlike 
you." He fires again with the shot gun but it has no affect. 


"John, don't waste your ammunition." I place a hand on the barrel of 
the gun and push it down gently. 

"We're not going to activate this ring. There's nothing you can do 
about it . " 

"Hmm, not true manipulator. Yes, my sensors detect what you truly are 
now. One of the fallen. We had thought you're genetic variation had 
been scrubbed from the gene pool when the rings were originally 
activated. It does not matter. The ring must be activated. If you 
will not comply, then I must leave you to your fate, and convince 
another." He disappeared in a flash of golden energy and the door 
behind us slid closed, locking us in a room with lots of ways for the 
flood to get in, and no way for us to get out. I reached out and 
tried to find Keyes, but he was too far away, or we were too far 
underground. I could barely get a read on him, and it was fuzzy at 
best . 

We began to hear the knocking, scraping sound of the flood as they 
found little niches to tear open, vents and ports they could use to 
get inside, and get to us. I looked at John. "Any ideas?" 

He reloaded his shotgun from where he'd tried to kill guilty spark 
before cocking it again. "We fight, and we run, until we find a way 
out of here." I nodded, that would work for now. 

3 . 

We'd been going at it for what felt like a long time when I had an 
idea. The barrel of my gun had a faint red glow and was smoking. I'd 
put so many rounds through it that it was a wonder it hadn't 
exploded. If I'd had a few moments to cast some charms on our weapons 
we might have been able to kill them all, but the flood wasn't giving 
us any breathing room. As we'd circled the massive room, trying to 
keep one step ahead of them, I'd noticed something about one of the 
ports . 

No flood came from it, and they poured in every little crack and hole 
they could squeeze through. That told me something. This port was one 
of two things, it was either an exit, or led to something that would 
kill us. At this rate, a fifty-fifty chance was better than I could 
have hoped for. 

"John, do you see that one opening? The one that the flood aren't 
using to get in? Think its big enough for us to squeeze through?" He 
was quiet for a moment, ending the existence of a group of infection 
forms with his last shotgun shell before grasping it by the barrel 
and swinging it like a club at an encroaching combat form. 

"I believe there's room for us, the forerunner's appear to build 
everything larger than necessary, it may work to our advantage here." 
I blinked, I think that was the longest sentence I'd ever heard him 
say . 

"My thoughts exactly. They're not coming in through it, which means 
that it might lead out. That's better than slowly being over run with 



these bastards. If we can move quick enough to get in, I might be 
able to collapse the entrance and seal it, so they can't follow 


He nodded and clubbed another while I pulled the short sword I was 
still carrying off my back and started hacking away. "I will follow 
your lead." I didn't argue, or come up with a snarky reply, I simply 
_went . _ 

With his go ahead I sprinted across the floor, making a bee line for 
that opening. I hacked and slashed a path as best I could, letting 
John club away behind me. I heard his shotgun snap in half from the 
shear force he was putting behind his swings, after that there was 
only running. From my understanding of super soldier anatomy, John 
was capable of extreme acts of athleticism. I just hoped jumping high 
was included in that . 

I was still twenty feet from the wall, and the round opening of the 
port was nearly thirty feet up, when I leapt. I felt the ritual magic 
that had been woven into my very being make my legs push harder than 
any normal mortal could as I practically flew for the opening. Even 
still I barely made the jump, grasping it with both hands on the lip, 
I yanked myself up and scrambled up in just enough time to get out of 
the spartan's way. A combat form had latched onto his boot, and he 
barely got a single hand on it . I grabbed him and helped pull him up, 
giving the combat form a kick in the process. I slammed a shield over 
the entrance as a mass of flood swarmed the port. 

I didn't want to use magic much, with the MCs running around, I was 
afraid I'd summon more of them if I used it with abandon. But I did 
use it for this. I pulled at the opening, using magic to seal off the 
exit in a screech of bent metal. The finished product looked 
something like a transformer's asshole, but it worked. 

I stopped to catch my breath, the crinkled metal worked wonders at 
cutting off much of the sounds the flood made. John flicked on his 
lights illuminating the twisting metal passageway before us. It 
looked like the forerunners were like any other race, big and 
impressive on the outside, but the inside looked like so much shit, 
like the crumbling corridors the employees of a fancy resort use to 
get around. 

John was waiting patiently on me, he was breathing hard himself, but 
was putting on a brave face, trying to act stronger than he felt, I 
could relate. He looked at me for a moment before speaking. "I need a 
weapon . " 

I stood up and thought. I'd never conjured a firearm before, I 
probably could if I had a diagram of how one worked, but you could 
never be to sure without some experimentation. I'd always enchanted 
existing firearms. But I could conjure something else. I held out my 
hands, sent out a little prayer that my magic wouldn't be detected, 
and conjured a double headed battle axe into existence. 

I handed it to him without saying a word and he grabbed it before 
hefting it in his hands, swinging it what little he could in our 
cramped quarters. Neither one of us could stand up completely. "This 
will doa€ 1 thank you." 

"Don't mention it. The blade should stay sharp, no matter how many 



heads you split open with it. Now, how about me and you find out 
where this tunnel leads?" 

We both looked up the winding tunnel, it curved off to the left about 
thirty yards ahead of us, but was roughly heading upward, which I 
took as a good sign. He nodded. "Only way to go." 

I readied my sword and followed the armor clad titan into the gloom, 
intent on finding a way to the surface. 

**A/N: ** 

Well, sorry that took so long everybody. With just one story to work 
on you'd think I'd have gotten that out a little quicker, but alas, 
things don't always go the way you want them to. As a side note, you 
all can't tell me that you didn't try escaping the hell that was the 
level "Library" through one of the seemingly endless entrances the 
flood used, I sure as hell did. And now, well, we'll get to see 
what's in them there tunnels. 

I'm currently searching for a literary agent for an original novel 
that I've finished up recently. If any of you happen to fall in that 
category and are interested, please let me know. 

Until next time, 

-Harkon 


9. Farther From the Script than Before 

Here we go everybody, the next chapter, hope you all enjoy, read and 
review . 

Chapter 9: Belly of the Beast 

"Hey, what kind of batteries does that thing take? I'm not gonna have 
to lug you around if you suddenly lose power am I? You look kind of 
heavy . " 

John was in front of me, holding his battle axe out in front of him 
more like a sword than anything else. He paused and turned his head 
halfway, revealing one side of his visor. "The mark IV mjolnir armor 
weighs roughly half a metric ton, and is power with a small nuclear 
fusion reactor. So no, it will not lose power. That disadvantage was 
eliminated in previous designs." 

Well, isn't he just a bucket of laughs. I shook my head but didn't 
comment as we continued onward. We'd been moving slowly upward for 
several hours now, attempting to find a way out of this maze of pipes 
and tunnels. Every time we came to a split, we chose the one slanting 
upward. The going was slow, both of us were on the bulky side in the 
armor we were wearing, and in places the exhaust pipes were so narrow 
our shoulders scraped on either side. We hadn't gotten stuck yet, 
regardless of some close calls. Truth be told, I was getting 
bored . 

"So, what do you do in your down time?" 


"Spartans do not have 'down time.' further evidence that you yourself 



aren't one. 


"So you don't do anything for fun? No spartan bowling league? Damn 
that sounds boring." 

"Spartans of property of the UNSC, we do what is asked of us. Nothing 
more, nothing less. I will continue to fight the covenant, and any 
further threats that arise until I'm either killed in combat, or 
become to old to useful. At that point I'll be place in an 
intelligence division where my decades of experience can assist 
younger soldier." 

"Damn, they really did a number on you when they kidnapper you didn't 
they? How long did it take before you gave up and just accepted your 
role ? " 

He paused in his movements, and for a moment I thought I'd finally 
done it, I'd managed to cause an emotion to appear behind that 
mechanical face plate. 

"Six years. After the augmentation processa€l we accepted our place 
in this world. We don't like, those that did it to us don't like 
ita€ 1 but it was necessary." 

"Hmm, the road to hell is paved with good intentions. My godfather 
used to like saying that." 

"What became of him?" 

"Oh, well, he's probably in hell, keeping a seat warm for me." 

We didn't say much after that. For another hour we continued out 
climb, in some places the tunnels would veer sharply upward, forcing 
us to actually climb. We either wedged ourselves in place, or tore 
holes in the metal to create hand and feet holds. It was a long 
process. At some point over the last few hours a deep groaning sound 
had started up, it had been going on so long now that it faded into 
the background. 

"So, you don't have a girlfriend? No one waiting back home for 
you? " 

"Spartans don't have homes. We're assigned to a tactical military 
base, or a star ship, whichever proves more advantageous to 
deployment given the situation." 

"I see you ignored the question about a girlfriend. Got a sexy 
spartan lady somewhere waiting for you? You all do kinky shit in that 
armor don't ya? No need to lie, its just the two of us." 

"Spartans have suppressed sex drives, as part of the augmentation 
process. It lowers distractions." 

That made me stop. Damn, talk about harsha€ 1 wait a minute. If 
they're abducted at six, and augmented at twelvea€ 1 

"You're a virgin aren't you?" 

He pretended not to hear me. I decided right there not to push the 
issue . 



So, we plodded on in silence, that grinding noise gradually growing 
louder, driving me even more insane that I already was. I 
periodically checked on the tracking charms I had attached to Keyes, 
He felt closer, to a small degree, and he was still alive, so that 
was good, but I couldn't pin point his location, and without that, I 
couldn't get us out of here. I decided to cast a similar charm on 
John, just in case we were separated. He flinched when to magic 
washed over him and spun quickly, sending sparks flickering in the 
dark where his armor scraped the sides of the tunnel. 

"What. Was that?" 

"Just a tracking charm. So if we get separated I ' d be able to find 
you again. Nothing harmful, in fact I'm shocked you could even feel 
it. Most people like you can't." 

"Most people like me?" 

I nodded. "Mundanes, those born without the ability to use 
magic . " 

John tilted his head at me, but turned back around and kept climbing. 
We were quiet for a few more minutes before the jolly green giant 
surprised me by asking a question. 

"What is magic? Is it something real and tangible? Or more of your 
joking? I don't understand how you've done some of the things I've 
seen you do." 

Well lookey there, a genuine drop of emotion, curiosity. 

"Do you want to short answer, or the long one?" 

He was quiet for a few moments before answering. "Both, short first. 
It's not like we don't have time." 

I nodded, even though he couldn't see it in the gloom. "Well, magic 
is magic. It does the impossible whether you like it or not. A 
trained wizard can conjure fire, healed the wounded, create and 
destroy, with willpower and concentrat ion alone. That's the short 
answer . " 

"So, old stories, fantasy novels. Those things are based on real 
things?" I'm surprised he had much knowledge about such things, given 
how he was raised. 

"To an extent. Mostly based off legends that had something to the 
truth about them. Not much of it has any really accuracy to it." 

He nodded. "How about the long answer?" 

"Well, that's where things get substantially more confusing. You see, 
magic _does _have rules. Strange lose rules that can be bent to the 
point of breaking, but rules none the less. You can't bring someone 
back from the dead. You can reanimate a corpse, and program it with a 
personality nearly identical to that of the living person, but its 
not that person. You can't make someone fall in love with you, but 
you can create a infatuation so strong that its impossible to ignore. 
We were just barely beginning to understand how magic really worked 



when the world went to shit. Essentially, a witch or wizard has a 
gene that allows the to vibrate the strings of reality. By 
concentrat ing hard enough, and redirecting their own energy, they 
cause reality to shift, shaping it to their whim. Only a fraction of 
humanity possessed this gene, less than half of a percent." 

"You say that in the past tense, and what happened? Did the covenant 
disrupt research? It wouldn't be the first time they created 
problems . " 

"No, it wasn't the covenant. A wizard, exceptionally powerful by all 
accounts, decided he wanted to rule the world. He created an army of 
undead, and rallied others to his cause. All of the United Kingdom 
was plunged into darkness for several years. My friends and I, those 
of us opposed to his rule, leaked a false story about a virus 
reanimating the dead, and sealed the United Kingdom. It was like that 
for years until the 'virus' died out. At least, I assume the 
quarantine was lifted. I don't know for sure." 

"I remember reading about that in history class, it happened over 
five centuries ago." He didn't call me a liar, he was waiting for me 
to finish my explanation. I could appreciate that. 

"You're correct . At the turn of the twentieth century I entered into 
combat with the self proclaimed dark lord known to most as Voldemort. 
I defeated him, but he trapped me in a ritual. I don't know the 
specifics, but I was flung far into the future, and onto another 
planet. You met me when I arrived." 

He stopped again and turned to face me. "You're outdated way of 
speaking, the subtle surprise at how tech works, not knowing in depth 
knowledge about the covenant and how certain systems work, 
information that's common knowledge. If you're telling the truth, it 
makes sense . " 

1 hadn't realized I'd been that obvious. I'll have to be more careful 
from now on. "So, just like that, you're cool with magic, time travel 
and dark lords." 

He shrugged, actually shrugged at me. "I'm on an alien ring world, 
fighting a group of fanatical extraterrestrials. I have had stranger 
days than this one." Damn, he had a good point. 

2 . 

The insistent grinding was driving me insane. There were periods 
where we seemed closer to the surface, almost close enough for me to 
get a clear lock on to Keyes' signal, but not quite. Then we'd pick 
another path and end up farther away than we just were. I tried a 
simple point me spell, but those were based off of the magnetic core 
of the earth to find a direction. A lot of my magic didn't behave 
properly away from home. Most wizards never considered how a spell 
would react from a different planet. 

But no matter where we went, the grinding was worse. It was stop for 
a few moments at a time, then a banging sound would happen, before 
the grinding continued. John was convinced it was simply the sound of 
the inner workings of the rings. I had other ideas. 


"It sounds like teeth scraping metal, amplified a million times. You 



can't tell me you don't here that." 


We were hunched down, attempting to pick another path. It branched in 
three directions, two of them leading slightly upward, another 
farther down. My back was stiff from the constant slouch, but I 
didn't complain. 

"This ring is a complicated piece of machinery, and has been running 
for a hundred thousand years. Its going to creak and groan." 

I almost believed him, but then I remembered how my luck worked. I 
squinted down the lower tunnel and noticed a faint red light, way off 
in the distance that wasn't there a moment ago, and damned in the 
grinding wasn't getting even louder. 

"See that light? Its making that grinding sound." For some reason 
instead of darting down a different tunnel, we sat there and watched 
it like a couple of idiots. 

"Its moving, toward us. Rapidly." We stood the best we could in the 
cramped quarters and readied ourselves. The thing that appeared was 
disgusting . 

It came into view soon enough. A huge gaping mouth filled with razor 
sharp metal teeth spinning at a thousand miles per hour. The mouth 
didn't fit the sides of the tunnel perfectly, causing it to bump and 
grind against the sides slightly. I vaguely remembered seeing old 
gauged out marks on the tunnels. Now I knew what made them. 

A piece of trash, something inane and innocuous, was sucked up into 
that horrible mouth. The brief sound of something being shredded 
could be heard just as the mouth stopped its spinning and closed. The 
creature it exposed behind it nearly made me gag. It was hairless, 
eyeless, and milky white in color. It had eight stubby legs it used 
to push itself through the tunnels and seemed to be slimy as well. If 
was like a salamander and a giant worm had fucked a naked mole rat at 
the same time. The abomination out of that hypothetical union was hit 
with one hell of an engorging spell before released into the bowls of 
the ring. 

Its entire body shook and groaned for a moment before a long, 
metallic black pellet came out of its ass and fell to the ground with 
a loud clang. It promptly opened its mouth again, sounding like a 
fleshy umbrella, and began churning its teeth and clambering rapidly 
toward us. 

"Jesus fucking Christ we need to move." John and I picked a path and 
hauled ass. The thing must have been able to sense us somehow, 
because of course it followed us. The sound of a thousand spinning 
buzz saws filled our ears as the strange creature grew closer. John 
stopped and spun. He threw the battle axe I'd created for him. It was 
a good throw but didn't do any good. The thing acted like a galactic 
trash compactor. The axe bounced off its spinning teeth before being 
sucked into the darkness of its maul. 

"Well that didn't do us any good. Now come on! It lives in these 
tunnels, it knows what its doing." We turned tail and moved. We 
scrambled and scraped our way up the tunnel, armored hands dug into 
metal, making a hand hold if there wasn't one. It was frustrating, 
being forced to move so slowly. All the while this thing was 



following us, never slowing, never stopping. The sound was driving me 
crazy. I sent a ball of fire into its gullet, hoping to burn it from 
the inside out, but it didn't do anything but fart smoke and keep 
coming. God this thing was horrible, why didn't the forerunners use 
these for combat? I stopped and turned completely, bringing up my 
hands I pulled the metal in toward itself again, closing it off 
behind us as best as I could. The tunnel beast paused for a moment, 
before I heard its teeth go off into over drive. Within seconds it 
had eaten through most of the metal and was clawing its way toward us 
again . 

"Enough of this shit." I grabbed John and focused on the bit of 
tunnel directly behind the thing. With the crack of displaced air we 
reappeared behind it. I think the super soldier swore at me as he 
stumbled and tried to regain his balance. I let loose with a blast of 
cutting and gauging curses at its ass. The magic tore through it like 
tissue paper before striking something inside. It shrieked and 
attempted to turn around but it couldn't fit. I dug my hands into the 
wounds i'd caused, all the while holding on for dear life as it 

thrashed and shook, trying to get me lose. John seemed to pick up on 

my idea and dug his own hands inside. We grabbed onto something hard 
and pulled with all our strength. I felt a muscle pull and give away 
in my back but I kept jerking as hard as I could. 

Finally after what felt like hours, the beast gave a nasty snarl and 
something inside of it detached. I was mad and kept pulling, yanking 
out a bumpy metallic tube. It looked like several metal ribcages 
fused together. 

"A soft outside with an armored digestive tracked. Genetically 
engineered." John was just as talkative as ever. 

"Its fucking gross is what it is." I let is drop to the floor of the 

tunnel as my magic pulled my shoulder muscle back into place. The 
things entire body began to deflate with a hissing sound. This entire 
experience was insane. I shook my head and began tearing what was 
left of it to pieces, making a path for us to continue upward. Both 
of us were covered in viscera and other fluids. I was never happier 
than I was then that my helmet filtered out toxins, and smells. 

We made our way to the head and stepped over it. The jowls had 
flopped close. John opened them and reached inside carefully. Neither 
of us knew what those teeth were made of. He rooted around in there 
for a few moments before pulling out his axe with a wet popping 
sound. The handle and blades were pock marked as if exposed to acid, 
but it was still sharp and strong. 

We moved on, trying to find a spot close enough for me to lock onto 
Keyes. It only took a few seconds for me to realize that the grinding 
sound had never really stopped. "We'll have to be careful from now 
on. There's more of those things around. Hell, the ring is probably 
filled with thousands of them. Constantly cleaning." 

John nodded as we crouched low through a particularly narrow spot. 
"Yes, The forerunners were known for genetic manipulation. From what 
little information we have on them at any rate." 

I decided right then that I'd make it my mission in life to get this 
tank of a man laid. NO super soldier should die a virgin. And he 
would without intervention. 



But first we had to get out of here, and I just managed to get a lock 
on Keyes. It wasn't very strong, but it was good enough. I could tell 
that it was more from him moving than from us. "Alright, you ready to 
get out of here?" 

He turned and looked at me. "Haven't we been trying to do that this 
entire time?" I nodded and grabbed ahold of his shoulder. 

"Hold on. We're going for a ride." 

I always thought wearing a suit of armor lessened the physical 
effects of apparation. Something about being in something that's 
already skin tight made the whole 'squeezing through a tube thing' 
not so bad. I don't think John agreed with me though. 

We landed in chaos. Keyes had returned to base while we were away and 
pandemonium reigned. He was barking orders to underlings, trying to 
get things organized. We approached him, two armor clad sentinels 
amongst the smoke and chaos of war. He turned to us, doing a small 
double take when he realized who we were. 

"Where have you two been? I get word form Cortana that the damn ring 
is a weapon, John is MIA, and this is five minutes after you leave." 
He pointed a finger at me and sighed, running a hand through his salt 
and pepper hair. I noticed that for the first time it seemed the good 
captain had lit his pipe. 

John wasn't one for pleasantries. "What happened here?" 

Keyes sighed again and yelled at a few marines about something or 
other before addressing the green titan. "I'm not back to base but 
for five minutes when this blue light bulb pops into camp, grabs 
Silva in a golden light and says "You will have to do." I don't know 
what's going on. Cortana hasn't spoken a word to me in hours. What 
happened to you two?" 

"We wereaC 1 detained by the flood. Spartan 13-7 was just now able to 
get us out." He nodded, looking slightly less muddled at that. "We 
have some bad news about where Silva may have been taken." 

The two of us proceeded to explain what Guilty Spark had told us. 
Keyes wasn't happy with what we had to say. "So we're standing on the 
universe's biggest pop gun right now? Fantastic. We need to find 
Cortana and get a lock on Silva and Guilty Spark." 

"Agreed. Its possible that Cortana is being blocked by Guilty Spark. 
We may have to get to a terminal to get her out before she can be of 
much help . " 

"Yeah, Blue is tough, but this thing has about a hundred thousand 
years of experience on her. Let's roll. Need to find the nearest 
Terminal, anybody have any ideas?" 

Keyes looked pensive for a moment. " I've had a few marines scout the 
wreckage from the Pillar of Autumn, that's where all of our equipment 
has been coming from. They pinged a small installation along the way. 
It doesn't seem to be very important, the Covenant has left it alone 
but Every other building on this damn ring has a computer in it, I'd 
be willing to bet that this one does too." 



I nodded along with John, time to go get the big lug's girlfriend 
back. Keyes forwarded the coordinates to us and called for a pelican. 
"I can't spare a ride home, so you'll have to find your own wheels to 
get back . " 

"Understood . " 

"Awesome, I needed to work on my callisthenics anyway." 

It didn't take long before the two of us were in the air again. I 
hope things started moving a bit smoother from here on out. "Yeah, 
like that's going to happen." 

To Be Continued. 

**A/N: ** 

Hey everybody, see, I'm not dead. I apologize for how long this 
update took to get out, especially considering that its not even very 
big. What can I say? I've been pulling sixty hours a week at work and 
have simply been tired to the bone, but I'm still writing, I won't 
ever abandon anything, just might take a while between updates. 

Hope you all enjoy, until next time. 

-Harkon 


End 
f ile . 



